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PROLOGUE. | 
S wwhin the merchant, to increaſe his ore, 
Por dubldous ſets, advent rous quits the ſhure 
Still anxious for his freight, be trembling ſees 
Rocks in each bucy, and tempeſt in each breeze z 
The curring wave to mountain billowws ſells, 
And every cloud a fancied ftorm foretells : 
| Thus raſply launch'd on this theatric main, 
Our all en board, each phantom gives us pain; 
The catcall's note ſeems thunder in our ears, 
And every biſs a hurricane appears ; 
In journal ſquibs ae lightning's blaſts eſey, 
And meteors blaze in every critic's eye. 
Spite of theſe terrors, flill ſome bepes ave view, 
Hopes, neer can fail us—ſince they're plac din cu. 
Teur breath the pale, cur vcyage is ſecures 
And ſafe the venture which your ſmiles inſare; 
Tbo' aveak bis Till, the adæenturer wuft ſucceed, 
Where candour takes th endeavour for the deed. 
For Brenttord's ſtate, tro Tings rerld once ſuffice, 
In vur's, behold ! four kings of Brentfoxd rijc ; 
All ſmelling to one noſegay's od'rous ſawour 
The balmy noſegay of the publick favours 
From hence alone, our rcyal finds abc drato, 
Your pleaſure our ſupport, your Twill our law. 
While ſuch our geverrment, ae bope you'll ozon us; 
But ſhould we ever tyrant prove---dethrone us. 
Like brother menarch:, who, to coax the nation, 
Began their reigns, with ſome fair proclamation, 
Me roo, ſhould zalk at leaft—of reformation ; 
Declare, that during our imperial ſtuay, 
No bard fhal! urn hi: e play; 
Hut then the play muſt have ſome wit, ſeme ſpirit, 
And qe allew'd ſole umpires of its merit. 
For tboſe deep ſages of the judging pit, 
Whoſe tafte is toc refin'd for modern it, 
From Rome's great theatre ⁊veli enll the piece, 
And plant, on Britain's flage, the f'owers of Greece. 
If ſome there are cur Britiſh beards can pleajey 
Who tafle the ancient avit, of ancient days, 
Be our's to ſave, from time's dexvuring xvemb, 
Their works, and ſnatch their laurels from the tomb. 
Per you, ye fuir, wobr ſprightlier ſetner may cbuje, 
N Pere muſic decks in all ber airs the muſe, 
Cay opera foall all its charms diſpenſe, 
Ter beaft no tuneful triumph over ſenſe; 
The nebler bard jhall fill aſſert bis right, 
Nor Handel reb a Shaketpeare of bit nigh. 
To greet their mortal brethren of our ſhits, 
Here all the geds of pantomime ſhall riſe: 
Yet "midſt the pomp and magic of machine, 
Seme plot may mar the meaning of our [cenes ; 
Scenes <obich auere held, in good King Rich's dayt, 
By ſages, no bad epileguet to plays. | 
If terms like theje your ſuffrage can engage, 
To fix our mimic empire of the ftage : 
Confirm cur title, in your fair opinions ; 
Ard croud each night ts people our dominion 


III. UH. 
; HE play is at an end; bus weber , ebe plot P 
That circumflance eur pct Bayes ſor get. 


And wwe can boaſt, tbo "tis a priotting auge, 
No Face 75 freer from it than the Huge. 
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The ancients plotted, the, and firove to pleaſe, 
With ſenſe that might be underſtood *vith eaſe, 
They every ſcene with fo mach wit did ſtore, 
That why brought any in, dent cut with mort: 
But this new <vay of wit dees ſy ſurprize, 

Men loſe their wits in wond'ring <ebere it lies. 

Tf it be true, that monſtrous birtl's preſage 

The following miſchiefs that afflii the age, 

And ſad diſaſters to the ftate proclaim 

Plays without head or tail may do the ſame. - 
Wherefore, for cur's, and for the kingdem's peace, 
May this-predig'ous way of writing ceaſe. 

Let's hewe at leaſt onte iu our lives a timd, 

When wwe may hear ſome reaſon, not all rhime, 

Ve hawe theſe ten years felt its influence z 

Pray let this prove @ year of proje and ſenſe. 
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. Z Let me ſee; *tis fighting, loving, fleeping, rhv:m-. 
Hos: dying, dancing, finging, crying, and every 
Johnſon and Smith. | thing but thinking and ſenſe. 
| My. Bayes paſſes over the age. 
ONEST Frank, I am glad to ſee thee, with | Bayes. Your moſt obſequious, and moſt obſer- 
all my heart. How long hait thou been | vant, very ſervant, Sir. 
in town ? | Teobnſ. God fo, this is an author: I'll go fetch 
Smith. Faith not above an hour: and if I had | him to vou. 
not met you here, I had gone to look you out; for Smith, No, pr'ythee let him alone. 
long to talk with you freeFy of all the ſtrange new! Fohnſ, Nay, by the Lord I'll have him. 
things we have heard in the country. { Goes after him. 
Yibuſe And, by my troth, I have long'd as much | Here he is, I have als him. Pray, Sir, now 
ts laugh with you at all the impertinent, dull, fan- for my ſake will you do a favour to this friend of 
te#ical things we are tired out with here. mine ? 
Heth. Dull and fantaſtical ! that's an excellent  Bayes.. Sir, it is not within my ſmall capacity ty 
compoſition. Pray what are our men of buſineſs Jo favours, but receive 'em; eſpecially from a per- 
ding! ton that does wear the honourable title you are 
bn. I neter enquire after em. Thou knoweſt | pleaſed to impoſe, Sir, upon this — Sweet Sit, 
my lumour lies another way. I love to pleaſe my- | your ſervant. 
le much, and to trouble others as little as I can;| Smith. Your humble ſervant, Sir. 
an therefore do naturally avoid the company of | Tobnſ. But wilt thou do me a favour now? 
thate folemn ſope, who, being incapable of reaſon, Bayes. Ay, Sir: What is't ? 


ad inſenſible of wit and pleaſure, are always look-| Fobnſ. Why, to tell him the mcaning of thy 

ing grave, and troubling one another, in hopes to | laft play. 

be thought men of butincls. Bayes. How, Sir, the meaning? Do you mean 
Smith, Indeed I have ever obſerv'd, that your | the plot ? wh. 


2 e lookers are the dulleſt of men. | Fohnſ. Ay, ay, any thing. 
Febnf. Ay, and of birds and beaſt tuo: Vour Bayes. Faith, Sir the intrigo's now quite out of 
gr veſt bird is an owl, and your graveſt beatt is an my head; but 1 have 4 new one in my pocket, that 
als, I may ſay is a virgin, it has never yet been blown 
Smith, Well, but how doſt thou paſs thy time? upon. | muſt tell vou one thing, 'tis all new wit, 
Febnſ. Why, as I uſed to do; cat, erink, as and, tho* I ſay ity a better than my laſt; and vou 
u'll as 1 can, have a the friend to be private wich | know well enough how that took. In fine, it ſhall 
'- the afternoon, and fometimes ſee a play z where | read and-write, and att, and plot, and ſhew; a. 
"ere are ſuch things, Frank, ſuch hideous, 8 pit, box and gallery, i gad, with any play in 
dus things, that it has almoſt made me forlwear Kurope. This morning is its laſt tehearſaſ, in their 
hae: and reſolv'd to apply myſelf to the ſolid h. tbits, and all that, as it is to be acted; and if you 
ſenſe of your men of bufinels, as the more inge- and your friend will do it but the honour to fee it 
a paſtime. in its virgin attire, tho* perhaps it may bluſh, I 
. 1 have heard indeed you have had lately | hall not be aſham'd to ditcover its nakednefs unto 
r " new plays; and our 6ountry wits commend | you, I think it is in this pocket. 
. ; Put: bis band in bi; pocket. 
4 Ay, ſo do ſome of our city wits too; but Jehnf. Sir, I confeſs I am not able to anfuer 


„ere of the new kind of wits. you in this new way; but if you plcafe-to lead, | 
ritt Neve kind! What kind is that? . mall be glad to loliow you, and 1 hope my Friend 
. Why, your virtuoſi, your civil perſons, will do to too. 

tell. ; fellows that ſcorn to imitate nature, but Smith, Sir, I have no huſineſs fo confiderable as 
en altogether to elevate and ſurprize. ſhould keep me from our compiny. 


tb. * and ſurprize | Priythee make me] Bayer. Ves, here it is. No, cry your mer Ys 

Werten the meaning of that. this is my book of Drama Common: places, the 

Jelnſ. Nay, by my troth, that's a hard matter; mother of many other plays. 

Int underſtand that myſelf, is a phraſe they | Jebaſ. Pia: ma Common places! Pray what's tan“ 

got amongſt them, to expreſs their no-mean- | Bayes. Why, Sir, forne certain helus that we men 

Ag, 11] tell YOU as near ab can what it is. of art have und it convenient to make 415 t. 
aA 2 


inn ee n s L 


Smith, How, Sir, helps for wit! |cloaths, and dances, we put quite down all xhat erer: 
Bayes. Ay, Sir, that's my poſition; and I do here | went before us; and thoſe are things, you know, 
aver, that no man yet the ſun c'er ſhone upon, has that are eſſential to a play. 
parts ſufficient to furniſh out a ſtage, except it were 2 Play. Well, Jam not of thy mind; but ſo it 
by the help of theſe my rules. gets us money, 'tis no great matter 


4 


Jobnſ. What are thoſe rules, I pray? Enter Bayes, Johnſon, ad Smith. 

Bayes. Why, Sir, my firſt rule is the rule of tranſ- Bayes. Come, come ings Gentlemen; - you're 
verſion, or regula duplex, changing verſe into proſe, | very welcome. Mr,---a---Ha' you your part read) 
or proſe into verſe alternative, as you pleaſe. 1 Play. Yes, Sir. 55th — 

Smith. Well, but how is this done by rule, Sir? Bayes. But do you underſtand the true humour 

Bayes. Why thus, Sir; nothing ſo eaſy, when un- | of it? | ; 
derſtocd, I take a book in my hand, either at home 1 P/ay, Av, Sir, pretty well. | 
or elſewhere, for that's all one; if there be any wit | Bayes. And Amary!lis, how does ſhe do? Does 
in't, as there is no book but has ſome, I tranſverſe | not her armour become her? | 
it; that is, if it be proſe, put it into verſe, (but | 4 Play. O admirably! 
that takes up ſome time;z) and if it be verſe, put it Bayes. I'll tell you now a pretty conceit. What 
into proſe. ; do you think I'll make *em call her anon, in this 

Fobnſ. Methinks, Mr. Bayes, that putt at verſe | Play ? 
into proſe ſhould be call'd tranſproſing. | Smith, What, I pray? | 

Bayes. By my troth, Sir, it is a very good notion, Payes, Why, 1 make em call her Amaryllis, be. 
and hereafter it ſhall be ſo. \ cauſe of her Armour; ha, ha, ha! 

Smith. Well, Sir, and what d'ye do with it then? | Je. That will be very well indeed, 

Bayes. Make it my own. Tis ſo chang'd, that | Bayes. Ay, it's a pretty little rogue; I knew her 
no man can know it, My next rule is the rule of face would ſet off armour extremely; and, to tell 
record, by way of table-book, Pray obſerve. you true, I writ that part only for her: you mut 

Johnſ. We hear you, Sir: Go on. know, the is my miſtreſs. 

Baye:. As thus, I come into a coffee-houſe, or | Johnſ. Then I know another thing, little Bayes, 
ſome other place where witty men reſort; I make | that thou haſt had her, i'gad. 
as if I minded nothing; (do ye-mark ?) but as ſoon | Payes, No, i'gad, not yet; but I'm. fure I ſhall, 
as any one ſpeaks, pop I ſlap it down, and make | for I have talk'd bawdy to her already. 
that too my own. : Jobnſ. Haſt thou, faith! Pr'ythee how was that? 

Jobnſ. But, Mr. Bayes, are you not ſometimes| Pay. Why, Sir, there is in the French tongue 
in danger of their making you reſtore, by force, | a certain criticiſm, which, by the variation of the 


what you have gotten thus by art ? | maſculine adjective inſtead of the feminine, make 
Bayes. No, Sir, the world's unmindful ; they ne- | a quite different ſignification of the word: as, for 
ver take notice of theſe things. example, ma wie is my life; but if before vie vou 
Smith. But pray, Mr. Bayes, among all your | put en inſtead of Ha, you make it bau dy. 
other rules, have you no one rule for invention? Jeluſ. Very true. 
Bayes. Yes, Sir, that's my third rule, that I have Faye. Now, Sir, I having obſerved this, ſet a 
here ln my pocket. | trap for her the other day in the tyring-room:: For 
Smith, What rule can that be, I wonder! this, ſaid I, adieu bel eſperanſa de ma wie, (which, 


Bayes. Why, Sir, when I have any Thing to in- i'gad is very pretty :) to which ſhe anſwered, I vor, 
vent, I never trouble my head about it, as other | almoſt as prettily every jot; for ſaid the, Songes a 
men do; but preſently turn over this book, and va vie, Monfieur. Whereupon I preſently ſnapy'i 
there I have, at one view, all that Perfius, Mon- this upon her; Non, non, Madam—Songes ww g 
taigue, Seneca's tragedies, Horace, Juvenal, Clau- | mon——by gad, and nam'd the thing directly to her. 
dian, Pliny, Plutarch's lives, and the reſt, have Smith. This is one of the richeſt tories, Mr. 
ever thought upon the ſubject; and fo, in a trice, | Bayes, that ever I heard of. 
by leaving out a few words, or putting in others off PFayes, I, let me alone; i'gad, when I get to em, 


my own, the bufineſs is done. | I'll nick em, I warrant you: but I'm a little nice; 
Jebnſ. Indeed, Mr. Bayes, this is as ſute and | tor you muſt know, at this time Fam kept by u- 
eompendious'a way of wit as ever I heard of, i other woman, in the city. 
Bayes. Sir, if you make the leaſt ſcruples of the Smith, How, kept! for what ? 
efficacy of theſe my rules, do but come to the Play- Baye. Why, for a beau gaygrn ; I am, i'fackins, 
houſe, and you ſhall judge of them by the cifects. . Smith, Nay, then we ſhall never have done. 
Smith. We'll follow you, Sir. \ {Exeunt.| Bayes. And the rogue is fo fond of me, Mr. 
Enter three Players en the Stage. ſohnſon, that I vow: to God I know not what to 
1 Play. Have you your part perfect? | do with myſelf. 
2 Play. Yes, I have it without book; but I' TF:bnſ. Do with thyſelf! no; T wonder how thou 
don't underſtand how it is to be ſpoken. canſt make a ſhift to hold out at this rate. 


3 Play. And mine is ſuch a one, as I can't gueſs Bayes. O devil! I can toil like a horſe; on 
for my lite what humour I'm to be in; whether ſometjmes it makes me melancholy; and then Iv 
angry, melancholy, merry, or in love. I don't to gad, for a whole day together, I am not able te 
know what to make on't. i2y yoy one good thing, if it were to ſave my lite. 

1 Play. Phoo! the author will be here preſently, Frith. That we do verily believe, Mr. Bayes. 
and he'll tell us all. You muſt knew this is the Bayes. And that's the only thing, i' gad, which 
new way of writing, and theſe hard things pleaſe | mads me in my amours; for I'll tell you, as 4 friead, 
forty times better than the ald plain way: for look | Mr. Johnſon, my acquaintance, I hear, begin ““ 
you, Sir, the grand deſign upon the ſtage is to keep | give out that Jam dull: nov I am the fartheſt fron 
the auditors in ſulpence; for to gueſs preſently at{it in the whole world, i' g-; but only, forſaotd, 
the plot, and the ſenſe, tires them before the end; they think I am fo, becauſc I can ſay nothing- 
of the firſt act. Now, here eyery line ſurprizes you, Fon. Phoo, pox; that's ill-natur'dly dane of em. 
and brings in pew matter: and then, for ſcenes, Bayer. Av, gad, there's no truſting of theſe 
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TH.E KEE H EARS 
togues; but---a----Come, let's fit down. Look] Bayes. I'm ſure the defign's good; that cannot be 
voa, Sirs, the chief hinge of this play, upon which | deny'd. And then for language, I'gad, I defy em 
the whole plot moves and turns, and that cauſes the | all in nature to mend it. Beſides, Sir, I have 
viriety of all the ſeveral accidents, which you know | printed above a hundred ſheets of paper, to inſinu- 
ne the things in nature that make up the grand re- ate the plot into the boxes; and, withal, have ap- 
5nement of a play, is, that 1 ſuppoſe two kings of pointed two or three dozen of my friends to be rea- 
the lame place; as, for example, at Brentford, for I dy in the pit, who, I'm ſure, will clap, and fo the 
hve to write familiarly. Now the people having the | reſt, you 3 muſt follow; and then, pray, Sig, 
ame relations to em both, the ſame affections, the | what becomes of your ſuppoſe? Ha, ha, ha! 

lame duty, the ſame obedience, and all that, are di- Fobnſ. Nay,” if the butineſs be be fo well laid, it 
nde! amongſt themſelves in point of devoir and in- cannot miſs, 

teret, how to behave themſelves equally between Bayes- I think ſo, Sir, and therefore would chuſe 
em: theſe kings differing ſometimes in particular, | this to be the prologue, For if 1 could engage em 
tho" in the main they agree; (I know not whether 1, to clap, before they ſee the play, you know it would 


make myſelf well underſtood.) be ſo much the better, becauſe then they were en- 
Jeluſ. I did not obſerve you, Sir: Pray ſay that gaged: for, let a man write ever fo well, there are 
Again. {| now-a-days a ſort of perſons chey call criticks, that, 


Bayes. Why, look you, Sir; (nay, I befeech you, | 'gad, have no more wit in them than ſo many hob= 
be a little curious in taking notice of this, or elſe | by-hortesz but they'll laugh at you, Sir, and find 
you'll never underſtand my notion of the thing ;) the fault, and cenſure things, that, i'gad, I'm ſure they 
people being embarraſs'd by their equzl ties to both, are not able to do themlelves. A tort ot envious 
and the ſovereigus concerned in a oat regard, | perſons, that emulate the glories of perſons of parts, 
zs well to their own intereſt, as the good of the and think to build their fame, by caluuniating of 
people, they make a certain kind of a You un- perſons that, i'gad, to my knowledge, of all perſons 
derſtand me- Upon which there do ariſe ſeveral; in the world, are, in nature, the perſons that do as 
diſputes, turmoils, heart-burnings, and all that----- much defpiſe all that, as---a---I1n fine, I'll ſay no 
In fine, you'll underſtand it better when you fee it.] more of em. | 

[Exit, te call the Players. | Jebnſ. Nav, you. have ſaid enough of em, in all 

Smith, I find the author will be very much obliged| conſcience z I'm ſure, more than they'll e er be able 

to the players, if they can make any ſenſe out of this. | to anſwer, | 
Enter Bayes. Bayes. Why, I'll tell you, Sir, ſincerely and Bong 

Bayes. Now, gentlemen, I wou'd fain aſk your fide, were it not for the ſake of ſome ingenious per- 
opinion of one thing: I have made a prologue and] ſons, and choice female ſpirits, that have a ratue 
an epilogue, which may both ſerve for either; (that| for me, I would ſee em all hang'd, i'gad, before I 
the prologue for the epilogue, or the epilogue for would eber ſet pen to paper; but let em live in ig- 
the prologuez) do you mark? Nay they may both; norance !ike ingrates. 
eee too, i'gad, for any other play as well as this. Fobuſ. I'marry! that were a way ts be reveng'd 

"mich, Very well, that's indeed artificial. | of em, indeed; and if I were in your place, now, I 

Have. And I would fain ak your judgments, no, wou'd do ſo. | 
wich of them would do be{ tor the prologue : for, Bayes. No, Sir; there are certain ties upon me, 
you mußt know, there is, in nature, but two ways | that J cannot be diſengaged from, otherwiſe I would. 
of making very good prologues. The one is by ci- | But pray, Sir, how d you like my hangman ? : 
ile, by infinuation, good language, and all that, Smith. By my treth, Sir, I ſhould like him very 
t9---4---12 a manner, ſteal your plaudit from the well. 
wurteſy of the auditors: the other, by making uſe Bayes. But how do you like it, Sir? (for I fre 
of lome certain perſonal things, which may keep a you can judge :) Would you have it for a prologue, 
Nik upon ſuch cenſuring perſons, as cannot other- or the epilogue ? 

"245, 122d, in nature, be hinder'd from being too Jobuſ. Faith, Sir, tis ſo good, let it e'en ſerve 
{ee with their tongues; to which end, my firſt pro- for both. 

de is, that 1 coine out an g long black veil, and; Bayes. No, no; that won't do. Beſides, I have 
gest huge hangman „ with a fur'd cap, made another. 
a1 hs ward drawn; and there tell em plainly, Fei nf. What other, Sir? 

t out of good- nature they will not like my Bayer. Why, Sir, my other is Thunder and 

N gad, I'le'en kneel down, and he thall cut Lightning. 

1-36 off, Warcreupon they all Clapping---a----| Fe. That's greater; I'd rather ſtick to that. 
ritt. Av, but ſuppoſe they don't? ö Bayes. Do you think ſo? I'll telt you, then z 
Faves. Suppoſe! Sir, you may ſuppoſe what vou | though there have been many witty Prologues writ-⸗ 

die, I have nothing to do with your ſuppoſe, Sir; ten of late, yet, 1 think, you'll ſay, this is a new 
t all mortified at it, not at all, Sir; I'gad, | pareills: I'm ſure no-bods has hit upon it yet. For 
wt one ut, Sir. Suppoſe, quoth-a !--- Ha, hay ha! | here, Sir, I make my Prologue to be a dialogue 

[Walks awvay. | and as, in my firſt, you fee, I ſtrive to oblige the 

7:1 n{. Phos! pr'ythee, Bayes, don't mind what | auditors by civility, by gvod-nature, good language, 

%s he's a fellow newly come ou of the coun- and all that; fo, in this, by the other way, in rers 
be knows nothing) of what's the reliſn, herc,: rerem, | chule for the perſons Thunder and Light- 

the town. 7 ning. Do you apprehend the conceit? | 
| Hayes, i; Jurit, Sir, to pl-aſe the country, | YT:hyf. Phoo, pox! then you have it cock - ſure. 
"14 have followed the old plain way; but Þ write They'lt be hang'd before they'll date affront an au- 

me perſons of quality, and peculiar friends of thor that has them at that lock. 


ane, that underſtand what flame and power in; Hayes. I have made, too, one of the mot deli. 
; lng is; and they do me right, Sir, to approve cate, dainty funilies, in the whole world; i'zad, if 
I whit] do, {I know but how to apply it. 

TY 


- 
De: 


, ay, they will clap, I warrant yeu; Smich. Let's hear it, I pray you. 
-Ar If, Bayes: "Tis an alluſion of 1e. 


cauſe it ſpeaks of a ſtorm. 


Lit. The briſk Lightning I. 


TRE 

Jo boar and ſow, when any ſtorm is nigh, 

Snuff up, and ſmell it gathering in the ſky; 
Boar heckens ſow to trot in cheſnut-groves, 
And there conſummate their unfiniſh'd loves; 
Penfve in mud they wallow all alone, 

And ſnore and gruntle to each other's moan. 

How do you like it now, ha? | fician of the two Kings of Brentford; 
Jobnſ. Faith, 'tis extraordinary fine, and very ap- Fohbnſ- But, pray then, how comes it to. paſs that 

plicable to Thunder and Lightning, methinks, be- | they know one another no bettet? 

Bayes, Phoo! that's for the better carrying on of 
Bayes. V'gad, and fo it does, now I think on't : the plot. 

Mr. johnſon, I thank you; and I'll put it in pre- Jebnſ. Very well. 


Phyſ. Then let's embrace. 

Lb. Come. 

Phy/. Come. | 

Jobnſ. Pray, Sir, who are thoſe ſo very cjyj 
perſons ? 


Hayes. Why, Sir, the Gentleman-Utſher and Phy. 


fefto. Come out Thunder and Lightning. | Phy}. Sir, to conclude. 


Enter Thunder and Lightning. Smith, What, betore he begins ? 
Thus, 1 am the bold Thunder. | Bayes, No, Sir, you muſt know they had bees 
Bayes. Mr. Cartwright, priythze ſpeak that a rulking of this a pretty while withour, 
little louder, and wity a hoarſe voice. I am the| Smith. Where? in the tyrinz-room ? 
bold Thunder: Pſhaw ! Speak it me in n voice that! Bayes. Why, av, Sir. Hes fo dull! Cong, 
thunders it out indeed. I am the bold Thunder, | 1 81 : 3 
Thur, I am the bold Thunder. | . Sir, to conclude, the place you fill hae more 
than amply exacted the talents of a wary pilot; and 
Baye. Nay, but you muſt be quick and nimble : fall theſe threatning Rorms, which, like impregnate 
„ hint I. —_— 1 — _ e eee, _ 1 _ once 
hun. 1 am tne brave ector of the Iv. . P U y tne cyc te aten eld inte 
Ligbt. And I fair Helen, that made Hector die, | fruitful ſhowers of bleſſings on the people. 

Thun. I ftrike men down. . =_ 6. Pray mark that allegory! Is not that 
Light. I fire the town. $209 ! | | 
Tun. Let criticy take heed how they grumble, oY Yes - that graſping of a ſtorm with tle 
7 For then I begin for to rumble. eve, is admirable, | 

Tight. Let the ladies allow us their graces, Phy/. But yet ſome rumours great are Rtirring; 
| Or Tl blatt all the paint on their faces, and it Lorenzo ſhould prove falſe, (which none 
Ang dry up their petre to ſoot. " [but the great gods en tell) you then perhaps wou 
Thus. Let the critics look to't, find that [ Whiſpers, 
Light. Let the ladies look to't. UB A deen he whiſpers. 
Thun, For Thunder will do't, b. Alone, do you ſay ? 
Ligbt. For Lightning will ſhoot. PH. No; attended with the noble | Whiſpers 
Thur, I'll give you dark for diſh. 7 e 
Light. I' give vou flach for flaſh. ſh. Who, he in grey? 
Gailants I'll finge'your feather, | * . and . the head of [ Whiſpers 
Tus. I'll thunder you together. ayes. Pray mark. 
Bech. Look to't, ok to't ; well do't, we'll do't ; Uh. Then, Sir, moſt certain *twill in time aps 
Look to't, we'll do't. Ido ice or thrice repeated. pear, 
2 1 ke: amba, | Theſe are the reafans that have moy'd him to't. 


Beyer. There, no more. "Vis but a flaſh of a Firſt, he [ Whiſperts 
Prologue: a droll. Bayes. Now the other whiſpers. 
&#ritbe Yes, 'tis ſhort indeed, but very terrible. 2 Secondly, they | Whiſpers 


25. At it ſtill. 
Ujh. Thirdly, and laſtly, both he and they— 
7 [ Whiſpers 
Bayes. Now they both whiſper. [ Exe. oh iſperig. 


Bayes. Av, when the ſimile s in, it will do to 2 

miracle, I'gad. Come, come, begin the Play. | 

3, Enter firſt Plaz er. 
1 Play. Sir, Mr. Ivory is not come yet, but he'll | 

de here preſently, ne's but two doors off. Now, gentlemen, pray tell me true, and without 

: Hes, Come then, gentlemen, let's go out and flattery, 5 

take a pipe of tobacco, [Exeunt. Is not this a very odd beginning of a Play? 

ü | | Fohnſ, In trath, I think it is, Sir. But why tus 


% 1 e Kings of the ſame place? 9 
5 f Bayes. Why, becauſe it's new, and that's we 
II” lat, I deſpiſe your Johnſon and Beaumont. that 
ACT I. 1 CENE I. | borrow'd of hay * from nature: I am [i 
Bayes, Johnſon, ard Smith. i fetching it purely out of my own fancy, I. 
OW, Sir, becauſe I'll do nothing here | Smith. But what think you of Sir John Suckling? 
that ever was done before, inſtead of 


Bayes. By gad, I am a better poet than he. 
beginning with a ſcene that diſcovers ſomething of | Smith, Well, Sir, but pray why all this whit 
the plot, 1 begin this Play with a whiſper. pering ? ; 

Smith. Umph! very new, indeed. Baye. Wh, Sir, (beſſles that it is new, 3 | 
Bayes. Come, take your ſeats, Begin, Sirs. told you before) becaule they are ſuppoſed to be po- 
Enter Gentlgman-Uſher and Phyſician, liticians; and matters of Rate ought not to be d- 
Piy/. Sir, by voar habit, I ſhould gueſs vou to | vulg'e, 
be the Gentleman-Ulſhesof this ſumptuous place. Sith. But then, Sir, whr=—— i 
C. And by your gait and fathion, I thould al-! Bayer. Sir, if you'll but reſpite your curioßt) fit 
matt ſuſpeet you rule the healths of both our noble the end of the fifth act, you'll find it a picce © 
kings, under the netion of Pliyfician, : patience not ill recompenſed. Goes t the de: 
Poyf. You hit my function right, - Febnſ. How doſt thou like this, Frank? bs it a6 
U. And you mine. | tjuſt as 1 told thee ? 
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Sith, Why, I never did be fore this fee any thing 
n nature, and all that, (as Mr. Bayes ſays) fo fyol- | 
ih, but I could give ſome gueſs at what mov'd the 
fop to do it: But this, I conteſs, docs go beyond 
my reach. 

740 It is all alike; Mr. Winterſhull has in- 
form'd me of this Play already. And I ll tell thee, 
Frank, thou ſhalt not ſee one ſcene here worth 
one farthing, or like any thing thou canſt imagine 
his ever been the practice of the world. And 
then, when he comes tv what he calls good lang 
zunge, it is, as I told thee, very fantaſtical, moſt 
abomihably dull, and not one word to the purpoſe. | 

Smith. It does ſurprize me, I'm ſure, very much. 

Jobnſ. Ay, but it won't do fo long: By that 
time thou haſt ſeen a play er two that I'll ſhew 
thee, thou wilt be pretty well acquainted with this 
new kind of foppery. 

Smith, Pox on't, but there's no pleaſure in him: 
He's too groſs a Hol to be laugh's at. | 

Enter Baycs. 


Jobnſ. ll ſwear, Mr. Bayes, you have done this 
ſenſe moſt admirably z though, I muſt tell you, Sir, 
it is a very difficult matter to pen a whiſper well. 

Bayes. Ay, gentlemen, when you come to write 
rs on my word you'll find it ſo. 

%ohn/, Have a care of what you fay, Mr. Bayes; 
for Mr. Smith there, 1 aſſure you, has written a 
gent many fine things already. 

Bayes. Has he, i'fackins? Why, then, I pray, 
di, how do you when you write? 

Sith, Faith, Sir, for the moſt part, 1 am in 
pretty good health. N 

Layer. Ay, but I mean, what do you do when 
u write ? 

' Smith. I take pen, ink, and paper, and fit down. 

Bayer, Now. I write ſtanding, that's one thing; 
and then another thing is, with what do you pre- 
pare vourſelf ? 

Sn:i:h, Prepare myſelf | What the devil does the 
fool mean ? | | 

Bayes. Why, I'll tell you now what I do. If I 
om to write familiar things, as ſonnets to Armida, | 
and the like, I make uſe of ſtew'd prunes only; 
dot when 1 have a grand deſign in hand, 1 ever 
take phyſic, and let blood: For when you would | 
have pure ſwiftneſs of thought, and. fiery fights of 
fancy, you muſt have a care of the penfive patt. In 
ane, you mult purge the belly. | 

Smith, By my troth, Sir, this is a moſt admirable 
receipt for writing. 

Bayes. Ay, tis my ſecret; and in good earneſt, 
I think one of the beſt I have. 

dich, In good faith, Sir, and that may very 
well de. 9 

Bayes, May be, Sir! I'gad, I'm ſure on't: Ex- | 
Perg crede Roberto, But 1 muſt give you this cau- 
b the way, be ſure you never take fnuF when 
Ww write. 

\nicb, Why fo, Sir? 

Bayer, Why, it ſpoil's me once, i'gad, one of 
wie tparkithelt plays in all England. But a frjend | 
mine at Greſham-College, has promis d to heip 
me to tome ſpirit of brains; and i'gad that thall do 
my guliitcls, 


| 


SCENE Ih 
Enter the two Kings hard in hard. 


. Bayer. Oh, theſe are now the two Kings of Brent- 
tra, take notice of their ſty le, 'twas never yet up- 
en the !tage; but if you like it, I could make 3 


A, 


ud pp WE A n 8 K 1 5 


1 Xing. Did you obſerve their whifpers, brother 
King? 
2 King. I gid, and heard, 
ung, 
That they intend, ſweetheart, to play us pranks. 
Bayes. This is now familiar, becauſe they are 
both perſons of the ſame quality. 
Smith. Sdeath, this would make a man ſpew. 
1 King. If that defign appears, 
I'll lug them by the ears, 
Until 1 make em crack. 
2 King. And ſo will I, i'fack. 
I King. You muſt begin, Ma fy. 
2 King. Sweet Sir, fardengez y. 
Bayes. Mark that; 1 make em both ſpeaks 
French, to ſhew their breeding. | 
Fobnſ. O, tis extraordinary fine! 
2 King. Then ſpite or fate, we'll thus combined 


beſides, a grave bird 


ftand, 
And, like two brothers, walk ſtill hand 
in hand, 


[ Exenn; Rrges- 
. This is a majeſtic ſcene, indeed. 

ayes. Ay, tis a cruſt, a latting cruſt for your 
rogue-critics, i'gad; I would faiy ſee the proudeſt 
of em all but dare to nibble at this; i'gad, if they 
Jo, this ſhall rub their gums for em, I promiſe 
you. It was I, von muſt know, that have written 


a whole Play juſt in this very fame ſty le; It was 


never acted yet. 

Jebnſ. How fo? | 8 
Bayes. I'gad, I can hardly tell you for laughin 
(ha, ha, ha!) it is ſo pleatant a ſtory; ha, ha, ha“ 

Smith. What is't ? 

Bayes. 1'gad the players refus d to act it, Haghaghat 

Smith. That's impothble ! | 

Bayes. I'gad they did it, Sir; point-blank refus'd 
it, I'gad : ha, ha, ha! 

Tebrf. Fie, that was rude. 

Bayes. Rude! ay, i'gad, they are the rudeſt, un- 
eivilleſt perfons, and all that, in the whole world, 
ad: i'gad, there's no living with em. I have 
written, Mr. Johaſon, I do verily believe, a whole 


cattaload of things, every whit as good as this; and 
yet, Ivo to gad, theſe intolent ratcals have turg's - 


em all back upon my hands again. 

Jebnſ. Strange fellows, indeed! 

Smith, But pray, Mr, Raves, how came theſe twe 
Kings to know ot this whiſper? For, as I cemem+» 
ber, they were not preient at it. 

Bayes. No, but that's the actor's fault, and not 
mine; for the two kings ſhould (a pox take em] 
have popp'd both their heads in at the door juſt as 
the others went off, . 

Smith. That, indeed, would have done it. 

Bayes. Done it! ay, i'gad theſe fellows are able 
to ſpoil the bett things in Chriſtendom. I'll tell 
„eu, Mr. Johnfon, I vow to gad, I have been ſa 
highly diſoblig'd by the peremptorinets of thele ſel - 
lows, that I am reſolv d hereafter to bend my thought: 
wholly tor the ſervice of the gurſery, and mump 
your proud players, i'gad. $3, now Prince Pretty 
man con:c in, and falls aſleep, making love to his 
miſtreſs; which, you know, was a grand intrigue 
in a late play, Wiltten by a very honeſt gentlemaa, 
A Knight. ä 

SCENE:.IH 
Tater Prince Pretty mane 
Pret. How ſtrange @ captive am I grown of late 
SH alk 1 accuic my love, or blame my fate? 
My love 1 cannst, that is tog divine; 
And againlt fate what mortal dares repiae? 
nter Ghlonis,, 


\ oh P*rtiaps, ta Thew you a whole Plaz, writ al, 
14% | 


But here ſhe gomes. 


by 
; 
N 


— — — — — — 
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Sure 'tis ſome blazing comet! Is it not? 
| [Lies dezon. 

Bayes. Blazing comet { Mark that; i' gad, very fine. 

Pret. But I am fo ſurpriz'd with fI-ep, I cannot 
fpeak the reſt. : | [ Sleeps. 
_ Bazes, Does not that, now, ſurprize you, to fall 
aſcep in the nick? His ſpirits exhale with the heat 
of his paſtion, and all that, and ſwop he falls aſlcep, 
as you ſee, Now, here the muſt make a ſimile. 

Smith, Where's the neceſſity of that, Mr. Bayes ? 

Baycs. Becauſe the's turpriz*d. "That's a general 
rule; vou muſt ever make a ſimile when you are 
ſurpriz d; tis the new way of writing. 

Cbloris. As ſome tall pine, which we on Etna 
| find 
T* have ſtood the rage of many a boiſrons wind, 
Feeling without that flames within do play, 
Which would conſume his root and ſap away; 

He ſpreads his wortted arms unto the ſkies, 

Silently grieves, all palc, repines, and dies : 

So ſhrouded upy your bright eve diſappears. 

Break forth, bright ſcorching ſun, and dry my 
tears. Exit. 

' Fobnſ. Mr. Bayes, methinks this ſimile wants a 

little application, too. | . 

Bayes. No, faith; for it alludes to paſſion, to 
conſuming, to dying, and all that; which you 
know, ere the natural effects of an amour. 
I'm afraid this ſcene has made you ſad; for, I muſt 
confeſs, when 1 writ it, I wept myſelf. | 

Smith, No truly, Sir, my ſpirits are almoſt ex- 
hal'd too, and I am likelier to fall aſleep. 

Prince Prettyman „arts up, and ſay: 
Peet. It is reſolv'd. | 
Bayes. That's all. 

Smith, Mr. Bayes, may one be ſo bold 1+ to aſk 
you one queſtion now, and you not be angry ? 

Bayes, O Lord, Sir, you may alk me any thing; 
what vou pleaſe; I vow to gad, you do me a great 
deal of honour: You do not know me, if you ſay 
that, Sir. a x 

Smith. Then pray, Sir, what is it that this Prince 
here has reſolved in his ſlcep? 

Bayes, Why, I muſt confeſs, that queſtion is well 
enough aſk'd, for one that is not acquainted with 
this new way of writing. But you muſt know, Sir, 
that to out-do all my fellow-writers, whereas they 
keep their intrigo ſecret, till the very laſt ſcene be- 
fore the dance; I now, Sir, (do you mark me?) 


[ Exit. 


Smith. Begin the play and end it, without ever 
opening the plot at all ? : 

Bayes. I do fo, that's the very plain truth ont; 
Fa, ha, ha! I do, egad. If they cannot find it out 
themſelves, cen let 'em alone for Bayes, I warrant 
vou. But here, now, is a ſcene of buſineſs. Pray 
obſerve it; for I dare tay you'll think no unwiſe 
diſcourſe this, nor ill argu'd, To tell you true, tis 
« diſcourſe 1 over-heard once betwixt two grand, 
ſober, governing perſons. 

| K IV. 

Enter Gertleman-Uſher and Phyfician. 
87. Come, Sir, let's tate the matter of fact, 
and lay our heads together. 

Phyi. Right; lay our heads together. 


I love to 


be merry ſometimes; but when a knotty point 


comes, 1 lay my head cloſe to it, with a ſnutt-box 
in my hand ⁊ and then 1 fegue it away, i'faith. 

Bayes. I do juſt fo, i'gad, always. 

Tj. The grand queſtion is, whether they heard 
us whiſper ? which I vide thus. 

Phyſ. Yes, it muit be divided fo, indeed. 

Smieb. That's very complaiſant, I ſwear, Mr. 


But 


LA KR 8 A. Is: 


| Bayes, to be of another man's opinion, before he 
"_ what it is. . 

Bayes. Nay, I bring in none here but well bret 
perſons, I affure you. 
| Uh. I divide the queſtion into when they head 
what they heard, and whether they heard or no. 

Jobnſ. Moſt admirably divided, I ſwear ! 

Uſh. As to the when; you ſay, juſt now; fo 
that is anſwer'd. Then, as for what; why, that 
anſwers itſelf; for what could they hear, but Nhat 
we talk'd of? So that, naturally, and of neceflity, 
we come to the laſt queſtion, widelicit, whether 
they heard or no. 

Smith. This is a very wife ſcene, Mr. Bayes, 

Bayes. Ay, you have it right; they are both po- 


liticians. 


. Pray then, to proceed in method, let me 
aſk you that queſtion. 

; Phyſ. No, you'll anſwer better; pray let me ak 
it you, | 

. Your will muſt be a law. 

Phyſ. Come then, what is't I muſt aſk ? 

Smith. This politician, I perceive, Mr. Baye, 
has ſomewhat a ſhort memory. : 

Bayes. Why, Sir, you muſt know, that tother 
is the main politician, and this is but his pupil, 
/. You muſt aſk me whether. they heard u 

whiſper. 

Phyſ. Well, I do ſo. 

Uſe. Say it, then. 

Smith, Hey day! here is the braveſt work that 
ever I ſaw. 

Fobnſ. This is mighty methodical. 

Bayes. Ay, Sir, that's the way z tis the way of 
art; there is no other way, i'gad, in buſineſs. 

Phy. Did they hear us whiſper ? 

Uſb. Why, truly, I can't tell; there's much to 
be laid upon the word whiſper: to whiſper in La- 
tin is ſufurrare, which is as much as to fay, te 
ſpeak ſoftly; now, if they heard us ſpeak ſofthy 
they heard us whiſper ; but then comes in the gue 
modo, the how; how did they hear us whiſper! 
Why as to that, there are two ways: the one by 
chance or accident; the other on purpoſe ; that is 
with deſign to hear us whilper. 

Phy}. Nay, if they heard us that way, I'll never 
give em phytic more. 

Uſb. Nor 1 e'er more will walk abroad before em. 

Bayes. Pray mark this, for a great deal depend 
upon it towards the latter end of the play. 

Smith. I ſuppoſe that's the reaſon why you brought 
in this ſcene, Mr. Bayes. 

Bayes. Partly, it was, Sir; but I confeſs, I vi 
not unwilling, beſides, to ſhew the world a pattern 
here, how men ſhould talk of buſineſs. 

FJobnſ. You have done it exceeding well indes. 

Bayes. Yes, I think this will do. a 

Phyſ. Well, if they heard us whiſper, they wid 
turn us out, and nobody elſe will take us. 

Smith. Not for politicians, I dare anſwer for it. 

Phyſ. Let's then no more ourſelves in vain bemoat: 

We are not ſafe until we them unthront- 

Up. "Tis right. : 

And fince occaſion now ſeems debonair, 
I'll ſeize on this, and you ſhall take de 
chair. . 
[They draw their ſwords, and fit in the ws 
reat chairs upon the ſtage. | 

Bayes. There's now an odd ſurprize; the who't 
ſtate's turn'd quite topſy-turvy, without any pother 
or ſtir in the whole world, i'gad. 

Febrr. A very ſilent change of government, U®! 
as ever | heard ot. | 


Tu E 

Payes. It is ſo: And yet you ſhall ſee me bring 
em {a again, by and by, in as odd a way every jot. 

[The aſurpers march off, flouriſpirg their ſwords. 
Enter Shirly. 

Iny, Hey ho! hey ho! what a change is here! 
Hey day, hey day! I know not what to do, nor 
what to ſay! Exit. 

Jebaſ. Mr. Bayes, in my opinion, now, that 
rentleman might have ſaid a little more upon this 
occaſtion. 

Paret, No, Sir, not at all; for I underwrit his 
part n parpoſe to ſet off the reſt. 

Fals. Cry you mercy, Sir. | 

Smith, But pray, Sir, how came they to depoſe 
the kings ſo eatily ? 

Laren. Why, Sir, you muſt know, they lang had 
2 defizn to do it betore; but never could put it in 
practice tl] now; and, to tell you true, that's one 
reaſon why 1 made 'em whiſper ſo at firſt. 

Smith, 0, very well! now I am fully ſatisfy'd. 

Bay:s. And then, to ſhew you, Sir, it was not 
tne ſo very eaſily neither, in the next ſcene you 
ſuall tee ſome fighting. 

$*:i:h, O, oh! 1s then you make the ſtruggle to 
be nder the buſineſs is done. 

Bayes. Ay. 

ib. O, I conceive you: that, I ſwear, is very 
natural. ; 

SCENE V. 
Frier four Men at one Deer, and four at another, 
ewith their Swords drawn. 
1 Sald. Stand. Who goes there? 
2 S5/d, A friend. 
1 Sad. What friend? 
I 
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Sold. A friend to the houſe, 
Sud. Fall on. \[ They all kill one another. 
Bayct. Hold, hold! [ To the muſic. It ceaſes. 
Now here's an odd ſurprize; all theſe dead men you 
wall lee riſe up preſently, at a certain note that I 
have made, in faut flat. and fall a dancing. Do 
you hear, dead men? Remember your note in aut 


[id?s 
- 


Play on. 
Now, now, now! 
[4 he mific plays his note, and the dead men 
riſe, but cannot get in order. 
Oi, out, out! Did ever men ſpoil a good thing 
lv. No figure, no ear, no time, no thing? Ud- 
20081, you dance worſe than the angels in Harry 
the Eighth, or the fat ſpirits in the Temneſt, i'gad. 
„ Sd. Why, Sir, tis impoſſible to do any thing 
in time, to this tune. 
Bayes, O lord, O lord! impoſſible! Why, gen- 
demen, if there be any faith in a perſon that's a 
Cur ien, J fat up two whole nights in compoſing 


Ur, and adapting it for the buſineſs : for, it 


[To the muſic. 


u oblorve, there are two ſeveral deſigns in this 
ene, it begins twiſt, and ends flow. You talk of 
due, aug time z you ſhall ſee me do't. Look you 
e here lam dead. [Lies down flat on bis face. 
„mark my note effaut flat. Strike up muſic. 

l At be riſes up baftily, be falls down again. 


» $4%z00kers, I have broke my noſe. 

J:brj. By my troth, Mr. Bayes, this is a very 

bon nate note of yours, in faut. 

ces, A plague of this damn'd tage, with your 

"4 and your tenter-hooks, that a gentleman can't 
© teach you to act, but he muſt break his 

**3 ad als face, and the devil and all. Pray, Sir, 

ly me to a piece of wet brown paper ? 


[Mufic frites. 
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2 Sold. Sir, I'll go get you ſome within preſently. 


Bayes. Go, go, then; I'll follow you. Pray 
dance out the dance, and I'll be with you in a mo- 
ment. Remember and dance like horſemen. 

[Exit Bayes. 

Smith. Like horſemen! What a plague can 
that be ? N 

[ They dance the dance, but can make nothing of it. 

1 Seld. A devil! let's try this no longer; play my 
dance that Mr. Bayes found fault with ſo. | 


Smith. What can this fool be doing all this while 
about his noſe ? 


Jebrſ. Pr'ythee let's go ſee. [ Exeunte 


* 4 
ACT - Bk SCENE L 


Bayes, <vith a Paper on his Noſe, and the two Cen- 
temen. 

OW, Sirs, this I do, becauſe my fan- 

cy, in this play, is to end every act 

with a dance. 

Smith, Faith that fancy is very good; but I ſhould 
hardly have broke my noſe for it, tho'. 

Jobnſ. That fancy I ſuppoſe is new too. 

Bayer. Sir, all my fancies are ſo. I tread upon 
no man's heels, but make my flight upon my own 
wings, I aſſure you. Now, here comes in a ſcene 
of ſheer wit, without any mixture in the whole 
world, 1'gad, between Prince Prettyman and his 
taylor: It might properly enough be called a prize 
of wit; for you ſhall fee 'em come in one upon 
another ſnip-ſnap, hit for hit, as faſt as can be. 
Firſt one ſpeaks, then preſently t'other's upon him 
ſlap with a repartee ; then he at him again, daſh, 
with a new conceit;. and fo eternally, eternally, 
i gad, till they go quite off the ſtage. 

[ Goes to call the players. 

Smith, What a plague does this fop mean, by his 
ſnip-ſnap, hit for hit, and daſh ? 

Fobnſ. Mean! why he never meant any thing in 
his lite; what doſt talk of meaning for? 

Exter Bayes. 

Bayes, Why don't you come in? 

Enter Prince Prettyman ad Tom Thimble. 
This ſcene will make you die with laughing, if it 
be well acted, for it is as full of drollery as ever it 
can hold. Tis like an orange ſtuff d with cloves, 
as for conceit. 

Pret. But pr'ythee, Tom Thimble, why wilt 
thou needs marry? If nine taylors make but one 
man, and one woman cannot be ſatis fied with nine 
men, what work art thou cutting here for thyſelf, 
tro! | 

Bayes. Good. | 

Tim. Why, an't pleaſe your highneſs, if I can't 
make up all the work I cut out, I ſhan't want jour- 
neymen enough to help me, I warrant you. 

Bayes. Good again. 

Pret. I am afraid thy journeymen, tho', Tom, 
won't work by the day, but by the night. 

| Bayes. Good ſtill, + > 

Thim. However, if my wife ſits buf croſs-legg'd, 
as J do, there will be no great danger: Not half ſo 
mach as when I truſted you, Sir, for your corona- 
tion-ſuit, 

Payer, Very good, i'faith, 

Pret. Why the times then liv'd upon truſt; it 


Bayes, 


was the faſhion. You would not be out cf time, at 


e k . No, indeed, Sir; don't uſually carry any | fuch a time as that, ſure: a taylot, you know, 


| mult never. be out of faſion. 
B 


Dance and Exeunt.  .. 


10 Tu: fn As A 
Bayes. Right. | Fer then if the moat on her mud would firſt lay, 
Thim, I'm ſure, Sir, I made your cloaths in the] And after, before you my body convey ; 

court faſhion, for you never paid me yet. The blue on my breaſt when you happen to ſee, 
Bayes. There's a bob for the court, You'll ſay with a figh, there's a true blue for me, 


Pret. Why, Tom, thou art a ſharp rogue when | Ha, rogues! when I am merry, I write theſe things 
thou art angry, I ſee: thou pay'ſt me now, me- as faſt as hops, i'gad; for you muſt know, I am x; 


thinks, | pleaſant a debauchee as ever you faw ; I am, i'faith, 
Bayes. There's pay upon pay! As good as ever| Smith. But, Mr. Bayes, how comes this ſong in 

was written, i'gad. here ? for methinks there is no great occaſion for it, 
Thim. Ay, Sir, in your own coin; you give me] Hayes. Alack, Sir, you know nothing ; you muſt 

nothing but words. ; ever interlard your plays with ſengs, ghoſts and 
Bayes. Admirable, before gad! dances, if vou mean to to a f 


Pret, Well, Tom, I hope, ſhortly, I ſhall have Fobnſ. Pit, box, and gallery, Mr. Bayes, 
another coin for thee : for now the wars are com-] Bayes. I'gad, and you have nick'd it. Hark von, 


ing on, I ſhall grow to be a man of metal. Mr. Johnſon, you know ] don't flatter, i'gad you 
Bazes. O, you did not do that half enough. have a great deal of wit. 
Fobnſ. Methinks he does it admirably. Jobaſ. O lord, Sir, you de me too much honour, 
Bayes. Ay, pretty well; but he does not hit me; Bayer, Nay, nay, come, come, Mr. Johnſon, 
in't: He does not top his part. faith this muſt not be ſaid amongt us that have it. 


T him. That's the way to be ſtamp'd yourſelf, Sir. I know you have wit, by the judgment you make of 
I fhall fee you come home, like an angel for the this play, for that's the meaſure we go by; my 
King's evil, with a hole bor'd thro” you.” [ Excunt. play is my touchſtone. When a man tells me ſuch 
Boyes. Ha, there he has hit it up to the hilts, a one is a perſon of parts, Is he ſo? ſays I; what 
'I'gad How do you like it now, gentlemen ? Is] do I do, but bring him preſently to ſee this plas; 
not tlus pure wit? if he likes it, I know what to think of bim; if 
Smich. Tis ſnip-ſnap, Sir, as you ſay; but me- not, your moſt humble ſervant, Sir; I'll no mere 
thinks not pleaſant, nor to the purpoſe; for the | of him, upon my word, I thank you. I am clara 


play does not go on. | voyanty i'gad. Now here we go to our bufineſs. 
, Bayes. Play does not go on! I don't know what E II. 
you mean; why, is not this part of the play? Enter the two Uſurpers Hand in Hand. 
Smith. Ves; but the plot ſtands ſtill. U/. But what's become of Volſcius the Great? 
Bayes. Plot Rands fill ! Why, what a devil is a His preſence has not grac'd our courts of late, 
plot good for, but to bring in fine things ? Phyf. 1 fear ſome ill, from emulation ſprung, 


Smith. O, I did not know that betore. Has from us that illuſtrious hero wrung. 
Bayes. No, I think you did not, nor many things] Bayes, Is not that majeſtical ? N 
more, that J am maſter of. Now, Sir, i'gad, this Smith, Yes, but who a deyil is that Volſcius“ 
is the bane of all us writers, let us ſoar but ever to] Bayes. Why, that's a prince I make in love with 
little above the common pitch, i'gad, all's ſpoil'd, Parthenope. | 
for the vulgar never underſtand it; they can never Smith, 1 thank you, Sir. 
conceive you, Sir, the exce}lency of theſe things. *' Enter Cordelio. 
Fobnſ. Tis a fad fate, I mutt confeſs; but you] Cor. My lieges, news from Volſcius the Prince, 
write on ſtill for all that. U/. His news is welcome, whatſoe'er it be. 
Bayes. Write on! Ave, i'gad, I warrant you. Sith. How, Sir, do you mean whether it be 
»Tis not their talk ſhall top me: if they catch me | good or bad? | 
at that lock, I'll give 'em leave to hang me. As Bayes. Nay, pray, Sir, have a little patience: 
long as I know my things are good, what care II Gadzoakers, you'li ſpoil all my play. Why, Si, 
what they ſay ?—What, are they gone without ſing- tis impoſſible to anſwer every impertinent queſtion 
ing my laſt new ſong ! *Sbud, would it were in their] you aſk. 
bellies. I'll tell you, Mr. Johnſon, if I have any Smith, Cry you mercy, Sir. 


{kill in theſe matters, I vow to gad this ſong is pe-] Cor. His highneſs, Sirs, commanded me to tell 
remptorily the beſt that ever yet was written; vou you, 
mult know it was made by Tom Thimble's firſt That the fair perſon whom you both do know, 
wite after ſhe was dead. Deſpairing of torgivenets for ker fault, 
Smith, How, Sir, after ſhe was dead? In a deep ſorrow, twice the did attempt 
Bayes Aye, Sir, after ſhe was dead. Why, what| Upon her precious lite; but, by the care 
have you to ſay to that ? Ot ſtanders-by, prevented was. 
TFohnſ. Say! why nothing: He were a devil that i Smith. S'hcart, what ſtuff's here? 
had any thing to ſay to that. Cor. At laſt, 
Bayes. Right. Volſcius the Great this dire reſolve embrac'd: 
Sith. How did ſhe come to die, pray Sir? His ſervants he into the country ſent, 


Eyes, Phoo; that's no matter; by a fall. But And he himſelf to Piccadilly went; 
here's the conceit, that upon his knowing ſhe was Where he's inform'd by letters that ſhe's dead. 
Kill'd by an accident, he ſuppoſes, with a figh, that Uſb. Dead! Is that pothble ? Dead! 
me died for love of him. : : Fhyl. O ye gods ! 

Jobnſ. Ay, ay, that's well enough; let's hear Bayes. There's a ſmart expreſſion of a paſſin 


it, Mr. Bayes, O ye gods! That's one of my bold firokes, 18 

Farcs. Tis to the tune of, Farewel, fair Armida; Cmith, Ves; but who's the fair perſon that's des: 

on cas, and in battles, in bullets, and all that, Bayes. That you ſhall know anon, Sir. | 

S: OK Smith. Nay, if we know at all, tis well enough 

In ſcvords, pitet, and bullets, "tis ſafer to te, Bayes. Perhaps you may find too, by and by, ® 
Than in a fireng caſtle, remoted from tber: all this, that ſhe's not dead neither. 


My death's bruiſe pray think you gave me, ib a fall? Smith, Marry, that's good news indeed: 1 
Did gtoc it me nere from ihe tap of a vi; | glad of that with ail my hearts 


e 
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| Bayet. Now here's the man brought in, chat bs] Jobnſ. A devil, this is worſt of all: Mr. Bayes, 
ſuppotes to have kill'd her. [ A great ſhout « oe in. | pray what's the meaning of this ſcene ? 
R III. Bayes. O cry you mercy, Sir: I proteſt I had 


Fier Amaryllis, with a Bock in her Hand, aud forgot to tell you. Why, Sir, you muſt know that 


Attendants. long before the beginning of this play, this prince 
And. What ſhout trlumphant's that? was taken by a fiſnerman. 
Enter a Soldier. Smith. How, Sir, taken priſoner ? 
Feld. Shy maid, upon the river-brink, /near Bayes. Taken priſoner! O lord, what a vt 
Twick nam town, the falſe aſſaſſinate is ta'eny. tion's here] Did ever any man aſk ſuch a queſtion? 
Ana. Thanks to the powers above for this de- Gadzookers, he has put the plot quite out of my 
liverance. I hope, head with this damn'd queſtion | What was I go- 
It's ſlow beginning will portend _ ing to ſay ? 
A forward exit to all future end. 7obnſ. Nay, the lord knows: I cannot imagine. 
F.zyes. Pich, there you are out; to all future end! Bayes, Stay, let me fee; taken; O tis true. 
No, no; to all future end! You malt lay the ac- Why, Sir, as | was going to ſay, his highneſs here, 
cent upon end, or elſe you loſe the conceit. the Prince, was taken in a cradle by a fiſherman, 
Smith, 1 foe you are very perfect in theſe matters. and brought up as his child. 
Bayes. Ay, Sir, I have been long enough at it, | Smith. Indeed! 
one Would think, to know ſomething. Bayes. Nay, pr'ythee hold thy peace. And ſo, 
Enter Soldiers dragging in an old Fiſherman. Sir, this murder being committed by the river-ſide, 
Ama. Villain, what monſter did-corrupt thy mind | the fiſherman, upon ſuſpicion, was ſeiz'd, and 
T'attack the nobleſt ſoul of human kind? | thereupon the prince grew angry. 


Tell me who ſets thee on ? Smith. So, fo; now tis very plain. 

Fiſh. Prince Prettyman. : Jehnſ. But, Mr. Bayes, is not this ſome diſ- 
Ama. To kill whom ? paragement in a prince, to paſs for a fiſherman's 
Fiſh. Prince Prettyman. ſon ? Have a care of that, I pray. 

. What, did Prince Prettyman hire you to Bayes. No, no, not at all; for 'tis but for a 
kill — Prettyman? while: I ſhall fetch him off again preſently, you 
Tig. No, Prince Volſcius. ſhall ſee. 

2 To kill whom? Enter Prettyman and Thimble. 

Fh. Prince Volſeius. Pret. By all the gods, I'll ſet the world on fire, 
Ana. What, did Prince Volſcius hire you to kill Rather than let 'em raviſh hence my fire. 
Prisce 8 bl Thim. Brave Prettyman, it is at length reveal'd, 
Fifſp. No, Prince Prettyman. That he is not thy fire who thee conceal'd. 

Ana, So, drag him hence, Bayes. Lo'you now, there he's off again. 


Till fortune of the rack produce his ſenſe. | {7chrþ. Admirably done, i'taith ! 
| [Exeunt. | Bayes. Ay, now the plot thickens very much 
Foy rer. Mark der I make the horror of his w— N us. 


Sk th, I . Sic you hav a ſeveral deſign for by Is a ſecret, great as i3 the world; 


P. AyCSs "Ay, that's my way of writing; and ſo, The baked ink of fate * was my lot, 
Sir, I can diſpatch vou a whole play, before another And when ſhe writ my name, ſhe made a blot. 


man, i gad, can make an end of his plot. [Exit, 
e IV. Payer. There's a bluſtering verſe for you now. 
do now enter Prince Pretty man in a rage. Where Smith. Yes, Sir; but w hy is he ſo mightily 


the devil is he? Why, Prettyman? Why, when, |troubled to find he is not a fiſherman's ſon ? 
| fy ? O fie, fie, fie, fie! all's marr'd, I cow to | Payes. Phoo! that is not becauſe he has a mind 
ea, quite marr'd. to be his ſon, but fo fear he ſhould be thought ta 
Enter Pretty man. | be nobudy's ſon at all. 
Phoo, pox ; you are come too late, Sir, now you Smith. Nay, that wou'd trouble a man indeed, 
Nag go out again if you pleaſe, I vow to gad, Mr. | Bayes. So, let me fee. | 


toe] would: not give a button for my play, S Ä 
hoy you have done this, | Emer Prince V olſcius, g 2 ang cut of To TW, 
What, Sir! Smith, I thought hie had been gone to Piccadilly. 


3 W hat, Sir! 'life, Sir, you hould have Bayes. Ves, he gave it out ſo, but that was only 
me out in choler, rouze upon the ſtage, juſt as to cover his deſign. | 
ine other went off, Muſt a man be eternally tell- | FJobaſ. What deſign ? 


a of theſe things? Bayes. Why, to head the army, that lies con- 
% Jp Frog this muſt be ſome very notable mat- | ceal'd for him at Knightſbridge, 
t! s ſo angry at. Joebnſ. I ſee here's a great deal of plot, Mr. Bayes. 
We 5 am not of your opinion. Bayes. Yes, now it begins to break; but we ſhall 


eg P iſh ! Come, let 3 hear your | p: art, ITY have A world of More br uſi neſs anon. 
Pre Bri ing in my father: Why d'ye keep him | Enter Prince Volſcius, Chloris, Amaryltis, ard 


from me 3 Harry, wvith @ Riding-cloak and Becti. 
A tho' a fi! kerman, he is my father: Ama. Sir, you are cruel thus to leave the town, 
Wa ever ſon yet brought to this diftreſs, And to retire to country ſolitude. +» 
to be, for being a ſon, made fatherleſs ? Chl;. We hop'd this ſummer that we ſhould at leaſt 


Ah! you juſt gods, rob me not of à father: Have held che honour of your company. 
The being of a fon take from me rather. [Ex. Beyes. Held the honour of your company! Pret- 
"ith, Well, Ned, what think you now.? | tily expreſs'd ; Held the honour of your compady ? 
, B 2 
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Gadzookers, theſe fellows will never take notice of | 
any thing. 

Jobnſ« [ aſſure you, Sir, I admire it extremely; 

] ccn't know what he does. 

Bayes. Ay, ay, he's a little envious ; but "tis no 

great matter. Come. 

Anta. Pray let us two this fingle hida obtain ! 
That you will here, with poor us, fil remain! 
Before your horſes come, pronounce our fate: 
For then, alas! I fear 'twill be too late. 

Bayes. Sad ! 

Feiſ. Harry, Harry, my boots; for I Te go range 

among 
My blades encamp'd, and quit this urban throng. 
Smith. But pray, Mr. Bayes, is not this a little 
difficult, that you were ſaying een now, to keep an 
army thus conceal'd in Knightſbridge ? 
Bayes. In Knighiſbrid ge? Stay. 
Fobn ſ. No, not if th e inn-keepers be his friends. 


rs . 


Bayes. His friends | ay, Sir - his intimate acduain— 
tance; ot cle indeed 1 g1 rant it could not be. 
Smith, Yes, faith, ſo it might be very eaſy, 
Bayes. Nay, if I do not make all things eaſv, | 
i' gad I'll give you leave to hang me. Now you 
would think that he's gone out of town; but you | 
mall ſee how prettily J have contriv'd to ſtop him 


preſently. | 


Smith. By my troth, Sir, vou have ſo amaz'd me, 
that I know not what to think. 
Enter Parthenope. 
Fc!ſ. Bleſs me! how frail are all my beſt reſolves ! 


f 

| 

low in a moment is my purpoſe chang'd ! | 
place, as vou ſay, does a. very great deal. 


Too ſoon I thought myſelf ſecure from love. 
Fair Madam, give me leave to aſk her name, 
Who does ſo gently rob 
For I ſhould meet the army out of town, 
And if I fail, muſt hazard my renown. 

Par. My mother, Sir, ſells ale by the town -walls; 
And me her dear Parthenope the calls. 

Bayes. 

J. br. Au, 

Fel. 


Now that's the Parthenope I told you of. 
ay, i'gad you're very right, 
A *3 * - and _ * » 4 hig! ! 1 
Can vulgar veſtments high-boi 
ſhroud ? 
Thou bring | the morning-picture in a cloud, 
1 


Bayes. Ihe morning's p Tues in A cloud! Ah,, 
gad 1 what a conceit is there! 
Par. Give you good even, Sir. [ Fxit. 


Volſ. O ir auſpicious ſtars ! that T vas born 
ib o ſuè den love, and to more ſudden ſcorn. 

Ama. 2 II u, Prince Volſclus in love! Ha, ba, 

Ci lo. c ha [ Excurt laugi. ings 

Sn:ub. Sure, Mr. Bayes, we have loft ſome jeil 
here, tl.at they laugh at ſo? 

Bayes. Way, did you not obſerve ? 
ſolves to go cut of town; and then, as he's 
on his _ ts, falls 1 in love with her. 

S::i;h., Well, and where lies bag ze of that! ? 


Faye: ves. Ha! 


He ſirſt re- 
s pulling 


lie? 
Bayes. V'gad, you are in the 
the boots 


Tarn: 79 Smith. 


Your friend and I know where a good jeſt lies, tho 


17 don't, Sir. 
S7zch. l. Iuch good do't you, Sir. 
7 2yes. Here, now, Mr. Johnſon, you fall fee a 
mba. bet wixt love and honour. An ancient :uthor | 
has made a whole play on't ; but I have Cit; atch'd 
it all in this [Cen 10. 

Volſcius fs desen 70 Ful en Bis b:ets; Bayes 
. Os and ever-acts the party as he ſpeats it. 
Ho has my pathon made wy Cu pid s ſcoff 

1 bis s haſty boot is on, the other oſt, 


| off h1 ;p-hop, hip-hop 
land 


' 
me of mv fame: | 
| 
| 
| 


rn beauty 


RE, 
+ TNAT C 


| 
Tad 


Ha, ha, ha! 


1 
right; it does lie in 
FJelrſ. That, ay, that, we know well enorg 
* 
| 


And ſulled lies, with amorous deſign, 
To quit loud fame, and make that beauty ming, 

Smith. Pr'ythee mark what pains Mr, Bayes takes 
to act this ſpeech himſelf! 

Johnſ. Ves, the fool, I ſee, is mightily tragt. 
ported with it. 

Velſ. My legs, the emblem of my various thought, 
Shew to what ſad diftraQion 1 am brought: 
Sometimes with ſtubborn honour, like this 

boot, 
My mind is guarded, and refolv'd to do't; 

Sometimes again, that very mind, by love 

Diſarm'd, like this other leg does prove, 
Shall I to honour or to love give way? 
Go on, cries honour; tender love ſays + Nav, 
Honour aloud commands, Pluck both boots on 
Bui ſofter love does whiſper, Put on none, 
What ſhall I do? What conduct ſhall ! find, 
To lead me through this twilight of my m n. 
For as hk ght day, with black approach of 1 
Contes nding, makes # doubtful puzzli Ng ett 
So does my honour, and my love together, 
Purele me ſo, I can reſolve for neither, 

[Cees cut b irg, ith one Let en i» ard tober if, 

Jel if. By ny troth, Sir, this is as dl Ficult 1 

combat as ever I ſaw, and as equal, for tis detes. 

mined on neither kde. 

Baye:. Ay, is't not, now, i'gad,. ha? For to "0 
upon this occaſion, is at 
imes better than any concluſion in the worl, 
gad. 

Jelnſ. Indeed, Mr. Bayes, that hip-hop, int 


Sir! they Are theſe lit! 
as I] remen 
r orice, in a play of mine, I ict off a ſcene, i'2ad 


th 

ber 

a fo on expeQation, only with a petticoat and the 
belly 


ch. 


24 Jes, O, all in all, 
ings that mar, or ſet you off a pla y ! 


* 


Smith, P. ay how was that, Sir? 
Pr hr, Sir, 1 contriv'd a petticoat to he 


bro ucht in upon a chair (no- body knew how) irt 


a prince's chamber, whoſe father was not to ſeett, 
came in by chance. 
Jalnſ. God's my life, that was a notable con- 


1 
. bed. 


Semih. Ay, but Mr. Bayes, how could you c2- 
trive the be!ly-ach ? 

Hayes The eaſieſt i'th'world, i'gad; I'll un 0 
how: I*made the prince ſet down upon the pet! 
coat, no more than ſo, and pretended to his father 
that he had juſt then got the belly-ach; u herd 
his fach 8 ent to call a phyſician, and his man t 

with the petticoat. 
| Smith, Well, and what followed upon that? 
| Ba Vee 2 Nothing; no earthly thing, I vow tog 


| *Febrf, On max word, Mr. Bayes, there you hut 
| lA Yes it Cave a world of content. And 

[1 paid "em aw2y beet: for it made them al! tat 
bawory, bo, ha, ha! bealtly, downright bauch 


upon: the Rage, i'gad, ha, ba, ha! but with anit 


tinite deal of wit, that 1 muſt ſav. 


an never fail zou. 

Bayes. No, i'gad, can't it. Come, bring! 
Exit te call the Play 

the devil take thee for a filly, co. 
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well, gentlemen, you'll ſee this dance, if I am not contrivance of mine has ſomething of the reaſon of 
deceiwd, take very well upon the ſtage, when they |a play in it too; for as every one makes you hve 
are perfect in their motions, and all that, acts to one play, what do I, but make five plays to 

$-i;h, 1 don't know hew *twill take, Sir; but I, one plot; by which means the auditors have every 
am ſure you ſweat hard for't. day a new thing. , 37 55 
Bayes. Ay, Sir, it coſts me more pains and trou- Jebuſ. Moſt admirably good, 1 faith ! and muſt 
die th do theſe things, than almoſt the things are | certainly take, becauſe it is not tedious. : 
th. | Bayes. Ah, Sir, I know that, there's the main 
$-:::h, By my troth I think fo, Sir. point, And then upon Saturday to make a cloſe of 
„inet. Not for the things themſelves, for I eould | all, (for ever begin upon a Monday) I make you, 
write vou, Sir, forty of em in a day: but, i gad, Sir, a fixth play, that fums up the whole matter ts 
ele nlavers are ſuch dull perſons, that if a man be em, and all that, tor fear they ſhould have forgot it. 
a bi 'em upon every point, and at every turn, Jebnſ. That conſideration, Mr. Bayes, indeed, I 
gad, they Il miſtake you, Sir, and ſpoil all. | think will be very neceflary. : 
| Enter a Player. Smith. And when comes in your ſhare, pray, Sir ? 
What, is the funeral ready ? Bayes. The third week. 
Plav. Yes, Sir. Fohnſ. I'll vow you'll get a world of money. 
, ; Bayes. Why faith a man mutt live; and N you 
| don't thus pitch upen ſome new device, i'gad, you'll 


Raves, And is the lance fill'd with wine? 

Play. Sir, tis juſt now a doing. 

Brxyere Stav then, I'll do it myſelf. never do't ; for this age (take it o'my word) is 

Farb. Come, let's go with him. | lomewhat hard to pleaſe, But there is one pretty 

Poret. A match! But, Mr. Johnſon, i'gad, I odd paſſage in the laſt of theſe plays, which may be 
ac net like other perſons; they care not what be-4 executed two ſeveral ways, wherein I'd have your 
mes of their things, ſo they can but get money opinion, gentlemen. 


c 

for em: now, i'gad, when 1 write, if it be not Juſt Jobnſ. What is't, Sir ? 

3s it Gould be in every circumſtance, to every par-! Bayes. Why, Sir, I make a male perſon to be in 
ticular, i'yad, I am no more able to endure it; Ii love with a female. 


:m not myſelf, I'm out of my wits, and all that; | Smith. Do you mean that, Mr. Bayes, for a new 
I'm the &rangeſt perſon in the whole world. For | thing ? | 
what care I for money; 1 write for reputation. | Bayes. Yes, Sir, as I have order'd it. You ſhalt 


[Excunt. hear: He baving paſſionately lov'd ker thro' my 
; five whole plays, ünding at laſt that the contents to 
85 K coco A. 
oc 0000002 oe ©200 <39 COOOTOOC . l 5 a a . 
4 him like a ghoſt, he kills himſelf. That's one 
way. The other is, that ſhe coming at laſt to love 
Bayes, ard the twwo Gentlemen. | kills herſelf. New my queſtion is, which of theſe 
_ becauſe I would not have two perſons ſhould ſuffer upon this occaſion ? 
la} A& beginning with a witty ſcene of mirth, I}; decide, | 
Bayes. Phe hardeſt in the world, i gad, and has 


| his love, juſt after that his mother had appeared to 

7 % 
ACT IV. SCENE I. him with as violent a paſſion as he lov'd her, the 
any two things alike in this Play, the| Jens. By my troth, it is a very hard caſe ts 


Pires ? * 

ayer. No, Sir, I have a precedent for it beſides, 
2 yerton of honour, and a ſcholar, brought in his 
funeral juſt ſo: and he was one (let me tel] you) 
that knew as well what belong'd to. a funeral, as 
any man in England, i' gad. 


|: - Smiths Why truly, Mr. Payes, if it might Rand 
with your juſtice now, I would ſpare 'em both. 
Bayes. I'gad, and I think—ba—why then, I'l 
make him hinder her from killing herſelf, Ay, it 
ſhall be ſo. Come, came, bring in the funeral. 


fibrſ. Nay, if that be fo, vou are ſafe, Enter a Funeral with the tue Uſurpers and At- 
Bayes. Lgad, but I have another device, a fro- tendants. 
'* which I think yet better than all this; not for Lay it down there; no, no, here, Sir. So, now 


the plot or characters, (for in my heroick Plays, I 
ke no difference as to thoſe matters) but for an- 
ether contrwance. 

"mth. What is that, I pray? 


+ 


ſpeak. 
K. L. Set down the funeral pile, and let our 
griet 
Receive from it's embraces ſome relief. 
Bayer, Why, I have defign'd a conqueſt, that can-f K. Phyſ. Was't not unjuſt to raviſh hence her 
nM potibly, i gad, be acted in leſs than'a whole breath, = 
And I' ſpeak a bold word; it ſhall drum, | And, in life's ſtead, to leave us nought but death ? 
*t, Nout, and battle, i'gad, with any the; The world c:icovers now its emptineſs, 
"like tragedy we have, either ancient or And by her loſs demonſtrates we have leſs. 
, | Bayes. Is not this good language now ? Is not 
„ Ay, marry, Sir, there yon ſay ſometbing. that elevate? Tis my nen ultra, if ad, you mult 
\ *. And pray, Sir, how have you ordered this know they were both in love with her. 
me frolick oft yours ? | Smitb. With ber! with whom ? 
Jet. Faith, Sir, by the.rule of romance; for Bayes, Why this is Lardella's funeral. 
frampe, they aivide their things into three, four, Smith. Lardella! Ay, who is ſhe ? 
es bu, even, eight, or as many times as they! Bazes. Why, vir, the filter of Draweanſir; a lady 
{He now | would very fain know what ſhould that was drown'd at fea, and had a wave for her 
er me from doing the ſame with my things, if winding-ſheet. 
le. | K. LU. Lardella, O Lardella! from above 
/. Nav, if you ſhould not be maſter of your | Behold the, tragic iitues ot cur love: 
works, tis very hard. Pity us, ſinking under grief ànd pain, 


+ BY ww * - . * o * * ja 
i. That la my ſenſe. Ard then, Sir, this For thy being caſt away upon the mein. 
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Bayes. Look you now, vou ſee I told vou true. 
Smith. Ay, Sir, and 1 thank you for it very 

kindly. 
Bayes. Ay, i'gad, but you will not have patience; 

—you will not have patience. 
Jobnſ. Pray, Mr. Bayes, who is that Drawcanfhir? 
Bayes, Why, Sir, a fierce hero, that frights his 

miſtreſs, ſnubs up kings, baffles armies, and does 

what he will, without regard to numbers, goed 
manners, or juſtice. 
Jebnj. A very pretty character. ; 
Smith. But Mr. Bayes, I thought your heroes 


had ever been men of great humanity and juſtice, 


Hayes. Yes, they have been ſoz but, for my 
part, I prefer that one quality of ſingly beating of 


whole armies, above all your moral virtues put to- 
- gether, i'gad. You ſhall ſee him come in preſently. 


Zookers, why don't you read the papers? 
25 [To the players. 
K. Phyſ. O, cry you mercy. 
[Goes to take the paper. 
Bayes. Piſh ! nay, you are ſuch a fumbler., Come 


Tu read it myſelf. [Tates a paper from off the coffin. | 


Stay, it's an ill kand, I muit uſe my ſpeRacles, 
This now is a copy of verſes, which 1 make Lar- 
della compoſe juſt as ſhe is dying, with deſign to 
have it pinn'd upon her coffin, and ſo read by one 
of the uſurpers, who is her couſin. 

Smith. A very ſhrew'd deſign that, upon my 
word, Mr. Bayes. 


Payes. And what do you think now, I fancy her 


to make love like, here, in this paper? 

Smith, Like a woman; what fhould ſhe make 

love like ? 

Bayes. O' my word you are out tho', Sir; i'gad 
you are. 

Smith. What then, like a wan? 

Vayes. No, Sir, like a humble-bee. 

Smith. Iconfeſs, that I ſhould not have fancy'd. 

Bayes. It may be ſo, Sir; but it is tho', in or- 
ger to the opinion of ſome of your ancient philoſo- 
phers, whe held the tranſmigration of the ſoul. 

Smith, Very fine. . 

Bayes. I' read the title. To my dear Couſin, 

King Phy. 

Smith. That's a little too familiar with a king, 
tho", Sir, by your favour, for a humble- bee. 

Bayes. Mr. Smith, in other things, I grant your 
knowledge mav be above mine; but as for poetry, 
give me leave to ſay, I underſtand that better; it 
nas been l»nger my practice, it has indeed, Sir. 

Imitb. Your ſervant, Sir. 

Bayes. Pray mark it. [ Reads. 
Since death my earthly part will thus remove, 
i come a humble-bee to your chaſte love: 
With titent wings PII follow you, dear coz ; 

Or ciſe, before you, in the ſun-beams buz. 
And when to melancholy groves you come 
An airy ghoſt, you'll know me by my hum; 
For tound, being air, a ghoſt does well become. 
Smith. ( After « pauſe) Admirable, 
Bayes. At night, into your boſom I will creep, 
And buz but ſoftly, if vou chance to ſleep; 
Yet in your dreams I will paſs ſweeping bv, 
And then both hum and buz before your eye. 

Tobnſ. By my troth that's a very great promiſe, 

Smith. Yes, and a moſt extraordinary comfort 

to boot, 

Bayes. Your bed of love from dangers I will free; 
Boe moſt from love of any future bee. 

And when with pity your heart-ſtrings ſha!l crack, 
Vit empty arms I'll bear you on my back, 
vn th, A pick-a-paek, a pick-a-ra-k. 
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Bayes. Ay, ''gad, but is net that tuant 
ha? Is it not tuant? Here's the end. 
Then at your birth of immortality, 

Like any winged archer hence 1'1! fly, 
And teach you your firſt flutt*ring in the ſky; 
. Fobnſ. O rare! This is the moR natural, refin'4 
fancy, that ever I heard, I'li ſwear. 

Bayes. Yes, I think, for a dead perſon, it js a 
good way enough of making love ; for being dives. 
ed of her terreſtrial part, and ali that, the is vr 
capable of theſe little, pretty amorous deſigns, that 
are innocent, and yet paſſionate, Come, draw 
your ſwords, 

K. Phyſ. Come, fword, come ſheath thyſelf 

within this breaſt, 
Which only in Lardella's tomb can tet. 

K. Up. Come, dagger, come, and penetrate this 

heart, 
Which cannot from Lardella's love depart, 
Enter Pallas. 

Pal. Hold, ſtop your murd'ring hands 
At Pallas's commands : 
For the fuppoſed dead. O Kings! 
Forbear to act ſuch deadly things. 
Lardella lives : I did but try 
If princes for their loves could die. 
Such celeſtial conſtancy 
Shall by the gods rewarded be : 
And from theſe fun'ral obſequies 
A nuptiat banquet ſhall ariſe. 

[The coffin opens, and a banquet is diſcovered, 

Bayes. So, take away the coftin : Now it's out, 
This is the very funeral of the fair perſon which 
Volſcius fent word was dead; and Pallas, you ſee, 
has turn'd it into a banquet. 

Smith, Well, but where is this banquet ? 

Bayes. Nay, look you, Sir, we muſt firſt have a 
dance, for joy that Lardella is not dead. Pry, 
Sir, give me leave to bring in my things properly 


at leaſt. 


Smith. That, indeed, I had forgot : I aſk your 


| pardon. 


Baycs. O, d'ye ſo, Sir? I am glad you will con- 
feſs yourſelf once in an error, Mr. Smith. 
D AN CK 
K. . Reſplendent Pallas, we in thee do find 
The fierceſt beauty, and a fiercer mind: 
And fince to thee Lardella's life we owe, 
We'll ſupple ſtatues in thy temple grow. 
F.. Phyſ. Well, fince alive Lardella's found, 
Let in full bowls her health go round. 
[The tevo Uſurpers esch of them take a l 
in their hands. 
K. Up. But where's the wine? 
Pal. That ſhall be mine. a 
Lo, from this conquering lance 
Does flow the pureſt wine of France: 
[Fills the bexul out of ber lara 
And to appeaſe your hunger, I 
Have in my helmet brought a pie : 
Laftiy, to bear a part with theſe, 
Behold a buckler made of cheeſe. 
[Vari Pallas 

Bayes. There's the banquet, Are you ſatisfy's 

now, Sir? 

Jobnſ. By my troth now, that is new, and mor 
than expected. 

Baye. Yes, I knew this would pleafe you : Far 
the chief art in poetry is to elevate your expetto. 
tion, and then bring you eff ſome extraordinary vs 

Enter Draweanſir. 


K. Plyſ. What man is this that dares diftur1 


— 


our tat! 


TAE 


w Draww. He that dares drink, and for. that drink 
dares die; 
And knowing this, dares yet drink on, am I. 
bas. That is, Mr. Bayes, as much as to ſay, 
er tho! he would rather die than not drink, yet 
de would fain drink for all that too. 
Bayes. Right; that's the conceit on't. 
Jhnſe "Tis a marvellous good one, I ſwear. 
Bayes. Now, there are ſome criticks that have 
\liiſked me to put out the ſecond dare, and print 
in the place on't ; but, i'gad, I think tis bet- 
ter thus a great deal, 
bn Whoo! a thouſand times. 
Fires. Goon then. 
K. Uſb. Sir, if you pleaſe, we ſhould be glad to 
Rae, 
How long you here will ſtay, how ſoon you'll go ? 
Bayes, Is not that, now, like a well-bred perion, 
| do madeſt, ſo gent! Li'sad? 
Smith. O very like. c 
Draw. You ſhall not know how long I here 
will ſtay : | 
But you ſhall know I'll take the bowls away. 
[ Saatches the bowls out of the Kings bands, 
and drinks em off. 
ieh. But, Mr. Bayes, is that, too, modeſt and 
Haves. No, i'gad, Sir, but 'tis great. [gent ? 
K. Up. Tho', brother, this grum ſtranger be a 
clown, 
He'll leave us ſure a little to gulp down 


\ 
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wered, Draw. Whoe'er to gulp one drop of this dare 
$ Outs think, 0 
which I'll fare away his very power to drink. 
u lee, [ The Nos Rings ſneak off the ſtage with their 
attendants. 
I drink, 1 huff, I ſtrut, look big and ſtare ; 
have a And all this I do, becauſe I dare. _ [ Exit. 
Pra, Faith. I ſuppeſe, Mr. Bayes, this is the fierce 

roper' Hero vou ſpoke of? | 

Bay's, Les; but this is nothing: You ſhall ſee 
& you -in the laſt act win above a dozen bottles, one 
: en another, i'gad, as faſt as they can poflibly 
Ill con-. upon the ſtage. 7588 

Fals. That will be a fight worth the ſeeing, 

indeed. 

do find \ith, But pray, Mr. Bayes, why do you make 
: be kings let him uſe em ſo ſcurvily. 
e, Let. Phoo! that's to raiſe the character of 


. 


Drawcanfir. 
and, 


Jb. O' my word, that was well thought on. 
byte Now, Sir, I'll ſhew you a ſcene indeed, 
"ner, indeed, a ſcene of ſcenes. *Tis an heroic 


ea Tau! 


"ih, And pray, Sir, what's your deſign in this 


bayete Why, Sir, my defign is gilded truncheons, 
d conceit, ſmooth verſe, and a rant; in fine, 
5 frene don't take, i'gad i write no more. 
at, come in, Mr. A —nay, come in 
ny as you can. Gentlemen, I muſt defire you 
*move a little, for I muſt fill the ſtage, 
©, Why fill the ſtage ? 

. O, Sir, becauſe your heroic verſe never 
des well but when the ftage is full. 
r 

and mot Fer Prince Prettyman and Prince Volſeius. 


ber lartt 


h Pallas. 
ſatisfy 
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conceit for you. 


old, hold; pray by your leave a little. 


on eſt 1 K 60, Sir, the drift of this lcene 15 ſomewhat | 
r 2 en ordinary; for I make 'em both fall out, 

ry * * — . 
na) © Wy are not in love with the fame woman. 


. Not in love; you mean, I ſuppoſe, be- 
* M7 are in love, Mr. Bases? 


es diftui 


i 
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Bayes. No, Sir, I ſay not in love; there's a new 
Now ſpeak. 
Pret. Since fate, Prince Volſcius, now has found 
the way EO | 
For our ſo long'd-for meeting here this day, 
Lend thy attention to my grand concern. 

Velſ. I gladly would that ſtory from thee learn: 
But thou to love doſt, Pretty man, incline z 
Yet love in thy breaſt is not love in mine. 

Bayes. Antithefis ! thine and mine. 

Pret. Since love itſelf's the ſame, why ſhould 

it be | 
Diff*ring in you from what it is in me? 

Bayes. Reaſoning ! i'gad, I leve reaſoning inverſe, 

%% Love takes, camelion-like, a various dye, 
From every plant on which itſelf does lie. 

Bayes. Simile ! 

Pfret. Let not thy love the courſe of nature fright z 
Nature does moſt in harmony delight. + 

V.l/. How weak a deity would nature prove, 
Contending with the pow'rful god of love ! 

Bayes. There's a great verſe! 

Velſ. If incenſe thou wilt offer at the ſhrine 
Of mighty love, burn it to none but mine. 
Her roſy lips eternal ſweets exhale ; 

And her bright flames make a!l flames elſe 
look pale. 

Bayes. I'gad that is right, 

Pret. Perhaps dull incenſe may thy love ſuffice; 
But mine mutt be ador'd with ſacrifice, 

All hearts turn aſhes, which her eyes controuls 
The body they conſume, as well as ſoul. 

V:lſ. My love has yet a power more divine: 
Victims her altars burn not, but reſine; 
Amidſt the flames they ne'er give up the ghoſt, 
But with her looks, revive ſtill as they roaſt : 
In ſpite of pain and death, they're kept alive; 
Her fiery eyes makes 'em in fire ſurvive, 

Bayes. That is as well, i'gad, as I can do. 

V:iſ. Let my Parthenope at length prevail. 

Bayes. Civil, i'gad. 

Pret. I'll ſooner have a paſſion for a whale, 

In whoſe vaſt bulk, tho' fore of oil doth lie, 
We find more ſhape, more beauty in a fly. 
Smith. That's uncivil, i'gad. 
Bayes. Yes; but as far-fetch'd a fancy, tho'z 


i'gad, — 
Velſ. Say Prettyman, let not thy vain pretence 


Of perfect love, defame love's excellence: 

Parthenope is, ſure, as far above 

All other loves, as above all his love. 
Bayes. Ah! 1'gad, that ſtrikes me. 
Pret. To blame my Chloris, gods would not pre- 
Bayes. Now mark. [tend : 
Vf. Were all gods join'd, they could not hope 

to mend 

My better choice : For fair Parthenope 

Gods would ungod themfelves. to fee. 
Bayes. Now tie rant's a-comings 
Pret. Durſt any of the gods be fo uncivil, 

I'd make that god ſubtcribe himſelf a devil. 
' Bayes. Av, gadzookers, that's well writ ! 

[ Scratching bis head, his peruke falls off. 
F.ſ. Cpuld'ſt thou that god from heaven to 
earth tranſlate, 

He could not fear to want a heay'nly ftate 

Parthenope, on earth, can heaven create. 
P-c:. Chloris does heav'n itfelf fo far excel, 

She can t:anfcend the joys of heav'n in hell. 
Bayes. "there's a bold flight for you now 


'Sdeath, I have lot my peruke, Well, gentlemen, 
this is what I never ye: ſa any one could write, 
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but myſelf. Here's true ſpirit and flame all through, 
i' gad. So, fo, pray, clear the ſtage. 

lle puts em ff the ſtage. 

Johrſ. J wonder how the caxcomb has got the 
knack of writing ſmooth ver thus. 

Smith. Why, there's no need of brains for this: 
*Tis but ſcanaing the labours on the finger! but 
wherc's the ſerie of it. 

Jobnſ. O! for that he deſires to be excus'd: He 
is too proud a man to creep terviiely atter ſenſe, | 
aſſure you. But pray, Mr, Bayes, why is ſenſe al! 
in veric ? 

Bayes. O Sir, the ſubje is too great for proſe. 

Smisb. Well ſaid, i'taith; III give thee a pot of] 
ale for that anſwer; 'tis well worth its 

Bayes. Come, with all my heart. 

I'll make that god ſubſcribe himfelf a devil; 

That ſingle line, i'gad, is werth all that may bro- 
ther poets ever Writ. 
Let down the curtain. 


e 
5 


Bayes, and 


O W, gentlemen, I wiil be bold to 
ſay, I'll hew you the greateſt ſcene 
that ever England ſaw : I mean not tor words, for 
thoſe I don't value; but for ſtate, few, and mag- 
nificence. In fine, I'll juſtify it to be as grand 
to the eve every whit, i'gad, as that great ſcene in 
Harry the Eighth ; and grander too, i'gad, for in- 
ſte ad of two biſhops, I bring in here ſour cardinals. 

[ The curtain is draton up, the tee uſurping Kings 

appear in flate with the four Cardinals, Prince 
Prettyman, Prince Volſcius, Amaryllis, Cloris, 
Parthenople, Oc. before the Herald, and Ser- 
qeant at Arms, <vith Maces. 

Snitch. Mr. Bayes, pray what is the reaſon that 
two of the cardinals arc in hats, and the other in 
caps? | 

Bayes. Wh, Sir, becauſe—By gad I won't tell! 
you. Your ccunttY friend, Sir, grows ſo trouble- 
ſome | 

K. Ib. Now, Sir, to the buſineſs of the day, 

K. Phyſ. Speak, Volſcius. 


[Exeunt. 


A. 
1. 


the tio Centiemen. 


Bayes. 


Velſ. Dread ſovereign lords, my zeal to you mult | 


not invade my duty to your ſon; let me intreat 
that great Prince Prettyman firſt to ſpeak, whoſe 
high pre-eminence in all things that bear the name 
of good, may juſtly claim that privilege. 

Bayes. Here it begins to unfold ; you may per- 
ceive, now, that he is his ſon. 

F:knſ. Yes, Sir, and we are very much beholden 
to you tor that diſcovery. 

Prets Royal father, upon my knees I beg, 

That the illuftrious Volſcius firſt be heard. 

J. That preference is only due to Amaryllis, 
Sir. | 

Bayes. I'll make her ſpeak very well, by and by, 
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K. U. Then, brother, Phyſ. "tis time ys 

ſhould be gone, | 

[The teu e apt teal aut of the Throne, and go away, 
Bayes. Look you now, did not I tell you thy 

this would be as eaſy a change as the other, 

Smith. Yes, faith, you did ſo; tho' I confeſs ] 

could not believe you; but you have brought it a. 

bout, I fee. 

[The tav9 right kings of Brentford, deſcend in 
the clouds, fingingy, in white garments; and 
three fiddlers fiittr: before them, in green, 

Bayes. Now, becauſe the two right kings deſcend 

from above, I make em ling to the tune and d 
of our modern ſpirits. a f 

1 King. Haſte, brother King, we are ſent from 

above. 

2 King. Let us move, let us move; 

Move to remove the fate 

Of Brentford's long united ate, 

1 King. Tarra ran, tarra, full Eaſt and by South, 

2. King. We ail with thunder in our mouth, 
In ſcorching noon- day, whilit the traveller uns; 
Buiy, buſy, buſy, buſy, we buſtle along, 

Mounted upon warm Phco&bus's rays, 
Thro' the heavenly threng, 
Haiting to thoſe 
Who will feaſt us at night with a pig's petty- toes. 
I King, And we'll fall with our plate 
In an olio of hate. 

2 King. But now ſupper's done, the ſervitors try, 
Like toldiers, to ſtorm a whole half-moon pye. 

King. They gather, they gather hot cuſtards in 

in ſpoons. 

But, alas! I muſt leave theſe half-moons, 

And repair to my truſty dragoons. 

2 King. O ſtay, tor you need not as yet go aftray, 
The tide, like a friend, has brought ſhips in 
our way, 

And on their high ropes we will play: 

Like maggots infilberds we'll ſnug in our ſhell 

We'll. irifk in our ſhell, 
We'll triſk in our ſhell, 
And farewel. 

1 Kip. But the ladies have ail inclination to dance, 

And the green frogs croak out a coranto cf 
France. 

Bayes. Is not that pretty now? The tiddlers art 

all in green. 

Smith, Av, but they play no coranto. 

Jebnſ. No, but they play a tune that's a gre 

deal better. ; 

Bayes. No coranto, quoth-ha ! That's a good on 

with ail my heart, Come, fing on. 

2 King. Now mortals that hear 

How we tilt and career, 
With wonder will tear 

The event of ſuch things as Rall never appears 

1 Xing. Stay you to iultit what the gods have te- 

creed. | 

2 Xing. Then call me to help you, if there ful 

be need. 
1 King. So firmly refoly'd is a true Brentford kith 
To fave the giftrets's, and help 'em to brings 


you hal]! fee. 
nme. Invincible ſovereigns a 
K. Cb. But ſtay, what 


a [1 
; . (S:/7 mu fi, . | 
ſound is this invades, 


That ere a full pot of good ale you can ſwallos, 
He's here with a whoop, and gone witaa hots 


{ Raves g 


lips his finger, and fing af ® 


Ur eas Bayes. he's here with à whoop, and gone Warn! 
— » . * 2 . . , a * 3 1 
K. P}y/. Sure 'tis the muſick of the moving hella, This, Sir, you muſt know, I thought c 
pheres. to have brought in with a conjuror. 


Pres, Pohold, with wonder, vonder comes {rom far 
N * 4 1 . x 
A god-iike cloud, and 2 triumpaant cr; | 


In wv kich our two right kings ſit one by one, | 


! : pp gt © . : » * Y . * A, v x 
W:th virgins veſts, and livrei-gariangs on. let, 


Jabuſ. Ay, that would have been better. 

Bayes. No, rath, not when you conſider it; # 
thus it is more compendious, and does the 8. 
whit as well. 


'Y-Loey, 


ors try, 
On p 2 * 
tards in 
ns, 

 aftray, 
ſhips in 


ur ſhell, 


o dance, 
'anto 0! 


Uers are 


a great 


god one, 


pears 
have te- 


ere fal 


ard King; 
dripg, 

ſwallos, 
1 a bels 
ier . 


. 
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1 
Smith. Thing! What thing? 


Fay:s. Why, bring em down again into the 


throne, Sir; what thing would you have? 

Se . Well; but methinks the ſenſe of this 
ſong is not very plain. 

Bayes. Plain | Why, did you ever bear any people 
'n clouds ſpeak plain ? They muſt be all for flight 
of fancy at its full range, without the leaſt check 
or concroul upon it. When once you tie up ſpirits 
and people in clouds, te ſpeak plain, you ſpoil all. 

Sith. Bleſs me, what a monſter's this 

[The two Kings alight out of the clouds, and 
Hep into the throne, 
1 King. Come, now to ſerious counſel we'll ad- 
Vance. 

2 King. 1 do agree; but firſt, let's have a dance. 

Bayes, Right, you did that very well, Mr. Cart- 
wricht, But firſt, let's have a dance. Pray re- 
member.that ; be ſure you do it always juſt ſo; for 
it mult be done as if it were the effect of thought 
and premeditation. But firſt, let's have a dance. 
Pray remember that. 

Leith. Well, I can hold no longer, I muſt gag 
this rogue, there's no enduring of him. 


7obrſ. No, pr'ythee, make uſe of thy patience a 


little longer; let's fee the end of him now, 
[Dance à grand dance. 
Hayes. This, now, is an ancient dance, of right 
belonging to the Kings of Brentford; but ſince de- 
rived, with a little alteration, to the Inns of Court. 
An alarm. Enter two Heralds. 
1 King. What ſaucy groom moleſts our privacies ? 
1 Her. The army's at the door, and in diſguiſe, 
Defires a word with both you majeſties, 
2 Her. Having from Knightſbridge hither march'd 


by ſtealth. 
2 King. Bid 'em attend a-while, and drink our 
health. : 


$*:ith. How, Mr. Bayes, the army in diſguiſe! 
Bayes. Ay, Sir, for fear the uſurpers might dif- 
terer them that went out but juſt now. 
Smith. Why, what if they had diſcovered them? 
Bayes. Why, then they had broke the deſign. 
1 Xing. Here, take five guineas for thoſe wa: life 
men. 
2 King, And here's five more; that makes the 
* juſt ten. 
1 Her. We have not ſeen ſo much the Lord knows 
when. | [ Excun: Heralds. 
1 Ki:7, Speak on, brave Amaryliis. 
Ama. Invincible ſovereigns, blame not my mo- 
deny, if at this grand corjuncture 
Drums beat bekind the ſage. 
1K:ng, What dreadful noiſe is this that comes 
and goes ? 
Enter a Soldier vi- his ſwwerd drawn. 
Seld. Haſte hence, great Sirs, your royal perſons 
ſave, | 
For the event of war no mortal knows : 
Ihe army wrangling for the gold you gave, 
F:r:t fe.l to wards, aad then to handy bios, 
Exit. 
Fang. Is not that now a pretty kind of a ſtanza, 
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2 Aim, © Zangerus eſtate of ſovereign power ? 
CG... 41-us to the change of every hour. 

I 7+. Lot us fot mnelter in our cabinet ſtay: 
Ver105s theſe threaining Rorms may paſs aware | 
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„ut, Mr. Eayes, did not vou promiſe us 
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mixe Amar'ilis ipesk very weil? 
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Smith. How, Sir, whether you would or no? 
Bayes. Ay, Sir, the plot lay fo, that I vow to gad 
it war not to be avoided. | 

Smith Marry that was hard. 

2 But pray, who hindered her? 

ayes. Why, the battle, Sir, that's juſt coming 
in at the door; and I'll tell you now a ftrarge 
thing; though I don't pretend to do more than 
other men, i'gad I'll give you both a whole week 
to gueſs how I'll repreſent this battle. 

Smith. I had rather be bound to fight your bat- 
tle, I afſure you, Sir. | 

Bayes. Whoo! there's it now : fight a battle! 
there's the common error, I knew preſently where 
i ſhould have you. Why, pray Sir, do but tell me 
this one thing: Can you think it a decent thing 
in a battle before ladies, to have men run their 
ſwords through one another, and all that? 

Zobnſ. No, faith, "tis not civil. 

Bayes. Right; on the ether fide, to have a long 
relation of tquadrons here, and ſquadrons there; 
what is it but dull prolixity? | 

Jobn ſ. Excellently reaſon'd, by my troth ! 

Bayes. Wherefore, Sir, to avoid both theſe inde- 
corums, I ſum up the whole battle in the repreſen- 
tation of two perſons only, no more; and yet fo 
lively, that, I vow to gad, you would ſwear ten 
thouſand men were at it really engag'd, Do you 
mark me ? 

Smith. Yes, Sir; but I think I ſhould hardly 
ſwear, though, for all that. 

Bayes. By my troth, Sir, but you would though, 
when you ſee it: For I make them both come out 
in armour, cap-a-pie, with their ſwords drawn, and 
hung with a ſcariet ribbon at their wriſt, which, 
you know, repreſents fighting enough. | | 

Fobnſ. Ay, ay, fo mueh, that if I were in your 
place, I would make 'em go out again, without ever 
* one word. 

aves. No, there you are out; for I make each 
of em hold a lute in his hand. 

Smith, How, Sir, inſtead of a buckler ? 

Faye. O Lord! O Lord! inftead of a buckler ? 
Pray, Sir, do you aſk no more queſtions. I make 
em, Sirs, play the battle in recitative. And here's 
the conceit. Juft at the very ſame inftant that one 
ſings, the other, Sir, recovers you his ſword, and 
i puts himſelf into a warlike poſture; ſo that you 
| have at once your ear entertained with muſic and 
| good language, and your eye ſatisfied with the garb 

and accoutrements of war. 

Smith. I confeſs, Sir, you ſtupify me. 

Bayes. You ſhall ſee. 

Jebnſ. But, Mr, Bayes, might not we have a lit- 
tle fighting? For J love thoſe plays where they cut 
and ſlaſh one another upon the {tage for a whole 
hour together. 

Raves. Why, then, to tell you true, I have con- 
trived it both ways; but you {all have my recita- 
tiv hrit, 

Icheſ. Ay, now you are right; there is nothing 
then cag be objected againſt it. : 
| E. yct. Truz; and fo i'gad Pll make it to a tra- 


5 ay iN a Trice. 

Enrer et ſeveral dirs the General and Lievtenant- 
General, arm's cap-a-pi*, with each of them @ 
late in his herd, ard a [wird crawn, and Lang 
With a fcarlet riebea a? bis riffs 

Lieut. Gen. Villain, thou liek ! 

Ger. Arm, arm, Gonfalvo, arm; what ho! 
the iie no fl-th can brook, IJ trow. 


2 1 ' 4 
would have ce, but that] Licz-. Cen. Advance from Acton with the muß 


® terer. 
1 et 275. 
+. 


& 


thought of, but by myfeir, and one perſon more, 
that ſhall be nameclets. 


But now 
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Gen. Draw down the Chelſea cuiraſſiers. Smith, I have heard ſome ſuch thing indeed. 
Lieut. Cen. The band you boaſt of Chelſea curiaſ-| Bayes. Well, Sir, then what do I, but make the 
fiers, earth, ſun and moon, come out upon the ſtage, ang 
Shall, in my Putney pikes, now meet their peers, dance the Hay. Hum! and of neceffity, by the 
Gen. Chiſwickians, aged, and ren»wn'd in fight, very nature of this dance, the earth muſt bs fone. 
Join with the Haminerſmith brigade. "times between the ſun and the moon, and the mong 
Lieut. Gen. You'll find my Mortlake boys will between the earth and fun: And there you halt 
do them right, both eclipſes by demonſtration. 
Unleſs by Fulham numbers overlaid. Fobnſ. That muſt needs be very fine, truly. 
Cen. Let the left wing of Twickenham foot ad- Bayes. Ves, it has faney in't. And then, Si, 
vance, that there may be ſomething in't too of a joke, 
And line that eaſtern hedge, bring em in all ſinging, and make the moon ſel 
 Liout. Cen. The horſe I rais'd in Petty-France, the earth a bargain. Come, come out, Eclipſe, ts 
Shall try their chance, the tune of Tom Tyler, 
And ſ:our the meadows, over-grown with ſedge. E nter Luna. 
Gen. Stind; give the word. Luna. Orbis, O Orbis! 
Lieut Gen. Bright ſword. Come to me, thon little rogue, Orbis. 
Gen, That may be thine, Enter the Earth. 
But 'tis not mine. Orb, Who calls Terra firma, pray? 
Lieut Cen. Give fire, give fire, at once give fire, Luna. Luna, that ne'er ſhines by day. 
And let thoſe recreaut troops perceive mine ire. Orb, What means Luna in a veil ? 
Gen. Purſue, purſue; they flie | Luna. Luna means to ſhew her tail. 
That firſt did give the he. [ Freunt., Baycs. There's the bargain. 
Bayer. This now is not improper, Ithink; becauſe Frter Sol, te the tune of Robin Hood. 
the ſpectators know all theſe towns, and may eaſily) Sol. Fye, ſiſter, fye ! thou mak'ſt me muſe, 
conceive them to be within the dominions of the | Derry down, derry down, 
two Kings of Brentford. , To ſce thee Orb abuſe. 
Jehnſ. Moſt exceeding well defign'd! _ | | Luna. I hope his anger twill not move; 
B yes. How do you think I have contrived to sive Since I thew'd it out of love, 


* 


a ſtop to this battle? | Hey down, derry dowt, 

Smith. How ? Rs Orb, Where ſhall I thy true love know, 

Bayes. By an eclipſe ; which, let me tell you, is, Thou pretty, pretty moon? 
as kind of ſancy that was yet never ſo much as, Luna, To-morrow ſoon, e'er it be noon, 

On Mount Veſuvia. 
Se. Then I will fine. 
Enter Lieutrna*st-General. | | [To the tune of Trenchmore Bis, 
Lieut Cen. What midnight darkneſs does invade] 0-53, And I will be fine. 

the day, Luna. And I will drink nothing but Lippan 

And ſnatch the victor from his conquer'd prey? vine. 
Is the ſun weary of this bloody fight, Ora, And we, &c, 
And winks upon us with the cye of light! 3 [ As they dance the Hay, Bayes ſpeatr, 
"Tis an eclipfe ! This was unkind, O moon, Baye:. Now the earth's before the moon; now 
To clap between me and the fun fo ſoon. the moon's before the ſun; There's the eclipſe 
Fooliſh eclipſe ! thou this in vain hall done; again. N 
My brighter hofour had eclips'd the ſun, Fill. He's mightily taken with this, I ſee. 
2014 eclipſes two in one. [Exit. Jobnſ. Ay, tis ſo extraordinary, how can he 
This is an admirable repreſentation of a |chuſe ? 


Jobnſ. 


battle, as I ſaw. Bayes. So now, vaniſh eclipſe, and enter tothe! 
Hayes. AF, Sir: But hov would you fancy now battle, and fight. Here now, if 1 am not miſtaken, 
to repreſent an eclipſe ? vou will ſee fighting enough. 
Smith. Why, that's to be ſuppoſed. | 


[A dortle 6 fouget berawwees: fest and great heli. 
berſes.. Ar laſt Drawcanfir comes in, and #1. 


"em all on beth fides. All the eobile the ban 
is fighting, Bayes it telling them when to ft 


Bayes. Suppoſed ! Ay, you are ever at your ſup- 
poſe ; ha, ha, ha! Why, you may as well ſuppoſe 
the whole play. No, ic muſt come in upon the 
ſtage, that's certain: but in ſome old way that and ſhouts with them. 
may delight, amuſe, and all that. I have a con-“ Daze. Others may boalt a ſingle man to kill: 
ceit for't, that I am ſure is new, and I believe to| But 1 the blood of thouſands daily ſpill. 
the purpoſe, Let petty Kings the naracs of parties know: 

Jebnſ. How's that? \Where'er I come, I flay both friend and foe. 

Bayes. Why, the truth is, I took the firſt hint The ſwifteſt horſemen my ſwift rage controuls, 
of this out of a dialogue between Phabus and Au- And from their bodies drives their trembling fouls 
rora, in the Slighted Maid; which, by my troth, | If they had wings, and to the gods could fly, 
was very pretty; but I think you'd confeſs this a I Would purſue, and beat them thro" the ſky; 
little better, Ard make proud Joye, with all his thunder, he 

Jehrſ. No doubt on't, Mr. Bayes, a great das! | This fingle arm more dreadful is than he. [Exit 
better, | Bayes. There's a brave fellow for you now, 8% 

[Bayes Fugs Johnſon, then turns to Smith. You ray talk of your HeGors and Achilles, and | 

Bayes. Ah, dear rogue! But a———Sir; you, know not who; but I defy all your hiſtories, 286 
have heard, I ſuppoſe, that your eclipſe of the; jour romances too, to they me one luck conque's 
moon is nothing elſe but an interpoſitien of the | as this Drawcanitr, 
earth between the {un and moon; as likewiſe your | Febnſo 1 
ecliple of the ſun is canſed by an interlocation of | Sith, B. 
dhe mon betwinxt the darth and the ſun. 


Wear, I tink you may. 8 
it, Mr. Bayes, how {hall all theſe 6 
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men go 07 ? for I ire gone alive to help em. 


Pay. 


nale ! 


enſele 
ee thi: 
vt b. 


Lows, 


THE 


Barre, Co off, why, as they came op; upon Come, Mr. 


their legs: how ſhould they go off! Why, do you 
think the people here don't know they are not dead ? 
He's mighty ignorant, poor man ! Your friend here 
„ very filly, Mr. Johnſon, i'gad is he; Ha, ha, ha! 
Come, Sir, I'l ſhew you how they ſhall go off. 
Riſe, riſe, Sirs, and go about, your bufinefs. 
There's go off for you now. Ha, ha, ha! Mr. 
Ivory, a word, Gentlemen, I'll be with you pre- 
lently. [ Exit. 

Jebnſ. Will you fo? Then we'll be gone. 

Smith. Ay, pr'ythee let's go, that we may pre- 
ſerve our hearings 
gute AWAY » 

Enter Bayes and Players. 

Bajes. Where are the gentiemen ? 

1 Play. They are gone, Sir. 

Bayes, Gone! 'Sdeath! this act is beſt of all! 
Il po fetch 'em ag dn. [ Exit. 

1 Plan. What ſhall we do, now he's gone away? 

2 Play. Why fo much the better; then let's go 
to aner. g 

ey. Stay, here's a foul! piece of paper. Let's 
ſcc what 'tis. 

3 4 Pliy. Ay, ay, come, let's hear it. 

[ Read: The Argument of the Fifth AF. 

+ Play, Chloris at length, being ſenüble of 

punce Prettyman's paſſion, conſents to marry him; 
but juſt as they are going to church, Prince Pretty- 
man meeting, by chance,' with old Joan, the 
handler's widow, and remembring it was ſhe that 
t brought him acquainted with Chloris, out of a 
ich point of honour breaks off his match with 
noris, and marries old Joan. Upon which 
hies, in deſpair, drowns herſelf; and Prince 
nettyman, 4 icontentedly, Walks by the river-ſive. 
This will never do: tis juſt like the reſt, Come, 
et's be gone. 

Mi of the Players. Ay, pox on't, let's go away. 

[ Excunt. 


[ Exeunt. 


Fater Bayes. 
Pay. A plague on them both for me, they have 
hale me ſweat to run after 'em. 
enleleſs raicals, that had rather go to dinner, than 
ee this play out, with a pox to em. What com- 
ut has a man to write for ſuch dull rogues ? 


One battle more will take mine 


A couple of 
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ek, quick. 
Enter Stage-keeper. 
Stape- l. Sir, they are gone to dinner. 
Wes, I know the gentlemen are gone; 
but I aſk for the players. 
Stage-he Y, an't pleaſe your worſhip, Sir, 
the players are gone to dinner too. 
Bayes. How! are the players gone to dinner? 
"Tis 1mpofhible ! The players gone to dinner! i'gad, 
if they are, I'll make em know what it is to in- 
jure a perſon that does em the honour to write for 
em, and all that. A compiny of proud, conceited, 
| humourous, croſs-grain'd perfons, and all that. 
gal I'll make em the mot contemptible, deſpi- 


where are you, Sir ? 
Come away, 


cable, inconf{iderable perſons, and all that, in the 


whole world, for this trick. I'gad I'll be reveng'd 
on him; Ill fell this play to the other houſe. 

Stage-k, Nay, good Sir, don't take away the 
book: you'll diſappoint the company that comes to 
lee it ated here this afternoon, : 

Bayes. That's all one, I muft reſerve this am- 
fort to myſelf, my play and I ſhall go togethcr; 
we will not part, indecd, Sir. 

Stage- I. But what will the town ſay, Sir? 

Bayes. The town ! Why, what care I for the 
town? I'gad the town us d me as ſcurvily as the 
players have done; but I'll be reveng'd on em too; 
tor I'll lampoon 'em all. And ſince they will not 
admit of my plays, they ſhall know what a ſatyriſt 
I am. And fo faewel to this tage, i gad, for 
ever. 9 [ Exit Bay es. 

Enter Players. 

1 Play. Come then, let's ſet up bills for another 
play. 

2 Play. Ay, ay; we ſhall loſe nothing by this, 
] warrant yu. 

1 Play. I am of your opinion. But, before we - 
go, let's fee Haynes and Shirley practiſe. the laſt 
dance; for that may ferye us another time. 

2 Play. Vil call em in: I think they are but in 
the tiring-room. 

The Dance done. : | 

1 Play, Come, come; let's go away to dinner. 

" [ Exeunt Ommei. 
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